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THE 


COMICAL LOVERS. 


— — 4 


SIS EL 
The SCENE is Walks near the Court. 


Enter Celadon, Doralice, meeting each other: He in 
a Riding Habit. They embrace. 


DDE AR Doralice! 

NWN NE Dor. My dear Brother ! welcome! 
” a thouſand Welcomes. Methinks 
g this Year you have been abſent, has 
> been ſo tedious ! I hope as you have 
* made a pleaſant Voyage, ſo you 
have brought your Good Humour back again to Court. 

Cel. I never yet knew any Company I could not be 
merry in, except it were an old Woman's. 

Dor. Or at a Funeral. 

Cel. Nay, for that you ſhall excuſe me; for I was 
never merrier than I was at a Creditor's of mine, whoſe 
Book periſh'd with him. But what new Beauties have 
you at Court? How do Meliſſa's two fair Daughters 

Dor. When you tell me which of them you are in 
love with, I'll anſwer you. | | 

Cel. Which of them, naughty Siſter ! What a Que- | 
ſtion's there? with both of 'em, with each and ſingu- 
lar of em. | 

Der. Bleſs me! you ar not ſerious! 


; Cel. You look as if it re a Wonder, to fee a Man 
in loye: Are they not handſome? 


A 3 . Dor 
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Dor. Ay, but both together 
Cel. Ay, and both aſunder too: Why, I hope, there 


are but Iwo of 'em; the tall Singing and Dancing 


one, and the little Innocent one ? 

Der. But you can't marry both? 

Cel. No, nor either of 'em, I truſt in my Conſtitu- 
tion: But I can keep them Company, I can fing and 
dance with *em, and treat 'em-; and that, I take it, 
is ſomewhat better than muſty marrying them: Mar- 
Tiage is poor Folks Pleaſure, that cannot go to the Coſt 
of Variety: But I am out of danger of that with theſe 
two, for I love 'em ſo equally, I can never make 
Choice between em: Had I but one Miſtreſs, I might 
go to her to be merry, and ſhe perhaps be out of Hu- 
mour, there were a Viſit loſt: But here, if one of em 
frowns'upon me, the other will be the more obliging, 
on purpoſe to recommend her own Gaiety ; beſides a 
thouſand Things I cou'd name. | 

Dor. And none of 'em to any purpoſe. 

Cel. Well, if you will not be cruel to a poor Lo- 
2 you might oblige me, by carrying me to their 

0 8. = Tag 

Der. Ton know I am always buſy about the Queen. 

Cel. But once or twice only, till I am, a little fluſh'd 
in my Acquaintance with other Ladies, and have 
learn'd to prey for myſelf. I promiſe you PIl make all 
the haſte I can to end your I'rouble, by being in 
love ſomewhere elle. | 

Dor. You would think it hard to be deny'd now. 

Cel. And Reaſon good. Many a Man hangs him- 


ſelf for the loſs of one Miſtreſs; how do you think then 


I ſhculd bear the loſs of two, eſpecially in a Court 
where I think Beauty is but thin ſown? 

Dor. There's one Florimel, the Queen's Ward, a 
new Beauty, as wild as you, anda vaſt Fortune. 

Cel. I am for her before the World; bring me to 
her, and F1! releaſe you of your Promiſe for the other 
two. 

Dor. Well, if I do promiſe, will you ſwear not to 
attempt any other Woman inthe mean time ? e 

Cel. Swear ! by all the 


Dor. 
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Dor. Hold! before you ſwear What do you think 
of thoſe two maſk'd Ladies, that are coming yonder ? 
Cel. Why, I ſay, that a raſh Oath is better let alone 
than repented— Dear Siſter, don't diſturb my Con- 
templations. [ Putting her by. 

Dor. Oh ! your Servant, Sir, [ Exit Doralice. 


Enter Phormio, walking over the Stage baftily After 
him, Florimel and Flavia, masked. 


Fla. Phormio, Phormio, you will not leave us 
Phor. In Faith, I bavea little Buſineſs [Zit. Phor. 
Cel. Cannot I ſerve you in the Gentleman's room, 


Ladies? 


Fla. Which of us wou'd you ſerve? 
Cel. Either of you, or both' of you. 

Fla. Why cou'd you not be conſtant to one? 

Cel. Conſtant to one! I have been a Courtier, a Sol- 
dier, and a Traveller to good pupole, if I muſt be con- 
ſtant to one. Give me ſome twenty, ſome forty, 
ſome a hundred Miſtreſſes: I have more Love than 
any one Woman can turn her to. 

Flor. Bleſs us! let us be gone, Couſin ; we two are 
nothing in his hands. 5 

Cel. Yet, for my part, I can live wich as few Miſ- 
treſſes as any Man : 1 deſire no Superfluities, only for 
neceſſary Change, or ſo, as I ſhift my Linnen. 

Flor. A pretty odd kind of a Fellow this; he fits my 
Humour rarely Aide. 

Fla. Vou are as unconſtant as the Moon. 

Flor. Vou wrong him, he's as conſtant as the Sun, 
he would ſee all the World round in twenty ſour Hours. 

Cel. Tis very true, Madam; but, like him, I would 
viſit and away. 8 

Flor. For what an unreaſonable thing it were to ſtay 
long, be troubleſome, and hinder a Lady of a freſh 
Lover ? 

Cel. A rare Creature this !—Beſides, Madam, how 
like a Fool a Man looks when after all his Eagerneſs 
of two Minutes before, he ſhrinks into a faint Fit, 
and a cold Compliment. Ladies both, into your 


Hands I commit my ſelf; ſhare me betwixt you. 
| A 4 Flat 
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Fla. I'll have nothing to do with you, fince you 
cannot be conſtant to one. 

Cel. Nay, rather than loſe any of you, I'll do more; 
I' be conſtant to a hundied of you: Or (if you 
will needs fetter me to one) agree the matter between 
your ſelves, and the moſt handſome take me. 

Flor. Tho' I am not ſhe, yet ſince my Maſk's on, 
and you cannot convince me, have a good Faith of 
my Beauty, and for once I take you for my Servant. 
Cel. And for once I'll make a blind Bargain with 
you: ſtrike Hands; it's a Match, Miftreſs. 

Flor. Done, Servant. 

Cel. Now I'm ſure I have the worſt on't; for you 
ſee the worſt of me, and that I don't of you, till you 
ſhew your Face Yet, now I think on't, you 
muſt be handſome | 
Fuhr. What kind of Beauty do you like? 

Cel. Juſt ſuch a one as yours. 

Flor. What's that? | 

Cel. Such an oval Face, clear Skin, hazle Eyes, 
thick Brow, Eye-brows and Hair as you have for all 
the-World, | 

* 9 But I can aſſure you, ſhe has nothing of all 
thus. 

Cel. Hold thy peace, Envy 
conſtant an' 1 ſet on't. 

Flor. Tis very well, Celadin, you can be conſſant to 
one you have never ſeen, and have forſaken all you 
have ſeen. 

Cel. It ſeems you know me then: Well, if thou 


Nay, I can be 


- ſhould'ſt prove one of my caſt Miſtreſſes, I would uſe 


es 


ee molt damnably, for offering to make me love thee 


Flor. You are i'th' right: An old Miſtreſs, or Ser- 
vant, is like an old Tune, the Pleaſure on't is paſt, 


When we have once learn'd it. | 


Fla. But what Woman in the World would you wiſh 


her like? : 
Cel. I have heard of one Florimel, the Queen's 


Ward, would ſhe were as like her for Beauty, as ſhe 
s for Humour, 


Fla. 


1 


Ce 
better 


Pal. 
inſepar; 
been on 

Dor. 


you ſay 
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Fla. Do you hear that Cauſin [Zo Flor. ae 

Flor. Flori mel's not handſome : Beſides, ſhe's uncon- 
ſtant, and only loves for ſome few Days. 

Cel. If ſhe loves for ſhorter time than I, ſhe muſt 
love by Winter-Days and Summer-Nights, i'faith. 

Flor. When you ſee us together you ſhall judge: In 
the mean time adieu, ſweet Servant. 

Cel. Why you won't be ſo inhuman, to carry away 
my Heart, and not ſo much as tell me where I may 


hear News on't ? 


Flor. I mean to keep it ſafe for you; for if you had 
it, you would beſtow it worſe: Farewel, I muſt ſee a 
Lady. 

Cel, So mult I too, if I can pull off your Maſk. 

Flor. You will not be ſo rude, I hope? 

Cel. By this Light I will. 

Flor. By this Leg but you ſha'n't. 

Exeunt Flor. and Fla. running. 

Cel. Then by this Hand, next time I ſhall take 


better hold, Mrs. Nimblefoet. [ Exit, 


Enter Doralice and Beliza. 


Dor. Beliza, bring the Lute into this Arbour ; the 
Walks are empty : I would hear the Song the Princeſs 
Almathea bid me learn. [They go in and ſing. 


Enter Palamede, in a Riding- Habit, and hears the Song. 
Re-enter Doralice and Beliza. | 


Bel. Madam, a Stranger. 

Dor. I did not think to have had Witneſſes of my 
bad ſinging. | 

Pal. If J have err'd, Madam, I hope you'll pardon 
the Curioſity of a Stranger; for I may well call my ſelf 
ſo, after five Year's abſence from the Court. But you 
have freed me from one Error. | 

Dor. What's that, I beſeech you? 

Pal. I thought good Voices and ill Faces had been 
inſeparable ; and that to be fair, and to ſing well, had 
been only the privilege of Angels. 

Dor. And how many more of theſe fine things can 


you ſay to me? 
| A 5 Pal. 
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Pal. Very few, Madam; for if I ſhould continue to 


ſce you ſome Hours longer, you look fo killingly, 
that I ſhould be mute with wonder. 


Dor. This will not give you the Reputation of a 


Wit with me: You travelling Monficurs live upon a 


Stock you have got abroad for the firſt Day or two: 
To repeat with a good Memory, and apply with a 
good Grace, 1s all your Wit: And commonly your 
Gullets are ſow' d up like Cormorants; when you have 
regorg'd what you have ta ken in, you are the leaneſt 
Things in Nature. 

Pal. Then, Madam, I think you had beſt make 
that uſe of me; let me wait on you for two or three 
Days together, and you ſhall hear all I have learnt of 
Extraordinary in other Countries; and one thing 
which I never ſaw till J came home, that is, a Lady 


of a better Voice, better Face, and better Wit than any 


J have ſeen abroad. And after this, if I ſhould not 
declare my ſelf moſt paſſionately in love with you, I 
ſhould have leſs Wit than yet you think I have. 

Der. A very plain and pithy Declaration. I ſee, 
Sir, you have been travelling in Sai or Italy, or ſome 
of the Hot Countries, where Men come to the Point 


- Immediately. But are you ſure theſe are not Words of 


_ courſe? for I would not give my poor Heart an occaſi- 


am marry'd too. 


on of complaint againſt me, that I engag'd it too raſhly, 
and then could not bring it off. 

Pal. Your Heart may truſt itſelf with me ſafely: I 
ſhall uſe it very civilly while it ſtays, and never turn it 
away, Without fair Warning to provide for it ſelf. 

Dor. Firſt then, I do receive your Paſſion with as 
little Conſideration on my part, as ever you gave it me 
on yours: And now ſee what a miſerable Wretch you 
have made yourſelf. ; 

Pal. Who, I miferable? Thank you for that. Give 
me Love enough, and Life enough, and I defy Fortune. 

Dor. Know then, thou Man of vain Imagination, 
know, to thy utter Confuſion, that I am Vertuous. 


Pal. Such another Word, and I give up the Ghoſt. 


Dor. Then to ſtrike you quke- dead, know that I 


* 
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Pal. Art thou marry'd? O thou horrible vertuous 
Woman! : 

Dor. Yes, marry'd to a Gentleman; young, hand- 
ſome, rich, valiant, and with all the good Qualities 
that will make you deſpair and hang your ſelf. * 

Pal. Well, in ſpite of all that, Ill love you: For- 
tune has cut us out for one another ; for I am to he 
marry'd within theſe three Days ; marry'd paſt Re- 
demption, to a young, fair, rich, and vertuous Lady ; 
and it ſhall go hard but I will love my Wife as little as 
I perceive you do your Huſband. 

Dor. Remember I invade no Property : My Ser- 
vant you are only till you are marry'd. 

Pal. Inthe mean time, you are to forget you have a 
Huſband. 
Dor. And you, that you are to have a Wife. 

Bel. '| Afide to her Lady.] O Madam, My Lord's juſt 
at the end of the Walks, and if you make not haſte, - 
w1ll diſcover you. | 

Dor. Some other time, new Servant, we'll talk far- 
ther of the Premiſſes; in the mean while, break. not 
my firit Commandment, that is, not to follow me. 

Pal. But where then ſhall I find you again? 

Dor. At Court. Yours for two Days, Sir. 

Pal. And Nights, I beſeech you, Madam. 

[Ex. Dor. and Bel. 

Pal. Well, Ill ſay that for thee, thou art a very 
dextrous Executioner ; thou haſt done my buſineſs at 
one Stroke : yet I muſt marry another And yet I 
muſt love this; and if it lead me into ſome little In- 
conveniehces, as Jealouſies, and Duels, and Death, and 
ſo forth; yet while ſweet Love is in the caſe, Fortune 


do thy worlt, and avant Mortality. 


Euler Rhodophil. 


Rho. How, Palamed:! 
Pal. Rhoadsphil ! 


Rho. Who thought to have ſeen you in Sicily ? What 


% 


[Sees Palamede- 


brought you home from Travel:? 


Pal. The Commands of an old rich Father, 
Rho. And the Hopes of burying him, 
| A 6 
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Pal. Both together, as you ſee, have prevailed on 
my Good- nature. In few Words, my old Man has 
already married me, for he has agreed with another 
eld Man, as rich and as covetous as himſelf; the 
Articles are drawn, and I have given my Conſent, for 
fear of being diſinherited; and yet know not what 
kind of Woman I am to marry. | 

Rho. Sure your Father intends you ſome very ugly 
Wife, and has a mind to keep you in Ignorance, till you 
have ſhot the Gulf, 

Pal. T know not that; but obey 1 will, and muſt. 
Rho. Then I cannot chuſe but grieve for all the good 
Girls, and Courtezans of France and Italy; they have 
loſt the moſt kind- hearted, doating, prodigal humble 
Servant in Europe. ; | 

Pal. All I could do in theſe three Years I ſtaid be- 
hind you, was to comfort the poor Creatures for the 
Loſs of you. But what's the reaſon that in all this time 
a Friend could never hear from you? . 

Rho. Alas, Dear Palamede, 1 have had no Joy to 
write, nor indeed to do any thing in the World to pleaſe 
me: The greateſt Misfortune imaginable is fallen upon 
me 

Pal. Prithee, what's the matter? 

Rho. In one Word, I am marry'd ; wretchedly mar- 
2 and have been above theſe two Years. Yes, 
aith, the Devil has had power over me, in ſpight of 
my Vows and Reſolutions to the contrary. 

Pal. I find you have fold your ſelf for filthy Lucre ; 
ſhe's Old, or Ill-condition'd. ' 

Rho. No, none of theſe: Iam ſure ſhe's Young ; 
and for her Humour, ſhe laughs, ſings and dances, 
eternally ; and which is more, we never quarrel about 
it, for I do the ſame. 

Pal. You're very Unfortunate indeed : Then the 
caſe is plain, ſhe's not handſome. | 

Rho. A great Beauty too, as People ſay. 

Pal. As People ſay! Why, you ſhould know that 
beſt yourſelf. 

Rho. Aſk thoſe that have ſmelt a ſtrong Perfume two 


Years together what's the Scent. | 
1 Pal. 
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Pal. But here are good Qualities enough for one 
Woman. | 

Rho. Ay, too many, Palamede: If I could put *em 
into three or four Women, I ſhould be content. 

Pal. O, now I have found it, you difſike her for no 
other reaſon, but becauſe ſhe's your Wife. 

Rho. And is not that enough ? All that I know of 


her Perfections now, is only by Memory: I remember 


indeed that about two Years ago, I lov'd her paſſio- 
nately; but thoſe golden Days are gone, Palamede: 
yet I lov'd her a whole half Year, double the natural 
term of any Miſtreſs, and I think in my Conſcience I 
could have held out another Quarter; but then the 
World began to laugh at me, and a certain Shame of 
being out of Faſhion ſeiz d me: at laſt, we arriv'd 
at that Point, and there was nothing left in us to make 
us new to one another. Yet ſtill I tet a good Face up- 
on the matter, and am infinite fond of her before 
Company ; but when we are alone, we walk like two 
Lions in a Room, ſhe one way and I another: and 


we lie with our Backs to each other, ſo far diſtant, as 


if the Faſhion of great Beds was only invented to keep 
Huſband and Wile ſufficiently aſunder. 

Pal. The truth is, your Diſeaſe is very deſperate; 
but though you cannot be cur'd, you may be patch'd up 
a little; you muſt get you a Miſtreſs, Rhodophil : That 
indeed is living upon Cordials ; -but, as faſt as one fails, 


you muſt ſupply it with another. 


Rho. Truth is, I have been thinking on't, and have 
Juſt reſolv'd to take your Counſel ; and, Faith, conſider- 
ing the Diſadvantages of a marry'd Man, I have pro- 
vided well enough for an humble Sinner, that is not 
ambitious of great Matters. 

Pal. What is ſhe for a Woman? 

Rho. One of the Stars of Syracuſe, I afſure you: 
young enough, fair enough, and, but for one Quality, 
juſt ſuch a Woman as | could wiſh for; being a Towns 
Lady, without any Relation to the Court: yet ſhe thinks 
herſelf undone, if ſht> be not ſeen three or four times 
a day with the Princeſs: and for the King, ſhe haunts 
and watches him ſo narrowly in a Morning, that ſhe 

: . Pre- 
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prevents even the Chymiſts, who beſet his Chamber, 
to turn their Mercury into his Gold. 
Pal. Yet hitherto methinks, you are no very un- 
happy Man? 

Rho. With all this, ſhe's the greateſt Goſſip in Na- 
ture; for, beſides the Court, ſhe's the moſt eternal 
Viſiter of the Town ; and yet manages her time ſo 
well, that ſhe ſeems Ubiquitary. For my part, I 
can compare her to nothing but the Sun ; for, like 
him, ſhe takes no reſt, nor ever ſets in one place, but 
to riſe in another. 

Pal. I confeſs ſhe had need be handſome with theſe 
Qualities. | 

Rho. No Lady can be ſo curious of a new Faſhion, 
as ſhe is of a new French Word. She is the very Mint 
of the Nation; and as faſt as any Bullion comes out of 
France, coins it immediatety into our Language. 

Pal. And her Name is 

Rho. No naming ; that's not like a Cavalier: Find 
her if you can by my Deſcription; and I am not ſo ill 
2 Painter, that I need write the Name beneath the 
Picture. | 

Pal. Well then, how far have you proceeded in 
your Love ? 

Rho. *Tis yet in the Bud, and what Fruit it may 
bear, I cannot tell; for this inſufferable Humour of 
haunting the Court is ſo predominant, that ſhe has hi- 
therto broken all her Aſſignations with me, for fear of 
miſſing her Viſit there. 

Pal. That's the hardeſt Part of your Adventure; 
but, for ought I ſee, Fortune, has us'd us both alike ; 
I have a ſtrange kind of Miſtreſs too at Court, beſides 

am to marry. 8 

Rho. You have made haſte to be in love then; for 
if J am not miſtaken, you are but this Day arriv'd. 
Pal. That's all one, I have ſeen the Lady already, 
who has charm'd me; ſeen her in theſe Walks, cour- 
ted her, and received for the firſt time-an Anſwer that 
does not put me into Deſpair. | 

*. Rho. Have you ſeen your honourable Miſtreſs yet? 
Pal. No, but 1 was juſt going as I met you, * 
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Rho. Then don't let me hinder you: for to tell you 
the Truth, I have a ſmall Affair upon my hands. 

Pal. Why then dear Rhodophil 

Rho. No Ceremony : We ſhall meet, and compare 
Notes. 

Pal. Poſitively. 


Rho. Adieu ¶Exeunt ſewerally. 
Enter Melantha, /ooking in a Pocket-Glaſs, and Philotis. 


Phil. Count Rhodophil's a fine Gentleman indeed, 
Madam; and 1 think deſerves your Affection. 

Mel. Let me die but he 1s a fine Perſon; he ſings 
and dances en Frangois, and writes the Billets Doux to 
a miracle. | | 

Phil. And thoſe are no ſmall Talents to a Lady that 
underſtands, and values the French Air, as your ady- 
ſhip does. 

Mel. How charming is the French Air! and what 
an Etourdy Bete is one of our untravell'd Iſlanders ! 
When he would make his Court to me, let me die, but 
he is juit Z/p's Aſs, that would imitate the Courtly 
French in his Addreſſes; but inſtead of thoſe, comes 


® pawing upon me, and doing all things ſo ma! adroith, 


Phil. Tis great pity RhodophiPs a marry'd Man, 
that you may not have an honourable Intrigue with 
him. X 

Mel. Intrigue, Philztis! that's an old Phraſe; J have 
laid that Word by: Amour, Affair, ſounds better. 
But thou art Heir to all my caſt Words, as thou art to 
my old Ward- robe. Oh Count Rhodophil ! Ab mon 
cher ! I could live and die with him. 


Enter Palamede, and a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, this is my Lady. 

Pal. Then this 1s ſhe that 1s to be divine, and 
Nymph, and Goddeſs, and with whom TI am to be de- 
ſperately in love. 

[Bows ta her, delivering her a Letter. 
This Letter, Madam, which I preſent you from your 
Father, has .given me both the happy Opportunity, 
and the Boldneſs to kiſs the faireſt Hands in Sicih. 


Mel, 
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make a conſiderable Reformation in the Rudeneſs of 
our Court: For let me die, but an unfaſhion'd, untra- 


Mel. Came you lately from Palermo, Sir? 7 Ag 
Pal. But yeſterday, Madam. 19 
Mel. [Reading the Letter] Daughter, receive the Fin h v4 
Bearer of this Letter, as a Gentleman whom I have cho- | 5 Indes 
ſen to make you happy; (Oh Venus, a new Servant ſent _- 3 
me! and let me die, but he has the Air of a Gallant be! for 
Homme.) His Father is the rich Lord Cleodemus our K q uk 
Neighbour. I ſuppoſe you wwill find nothing diſagreeable 1 1435 
in his Perſon, or his Converſe; both which he has impro- 5 ny" * 
wed by Travel. The Treaty is already concluded, and I "= * 
all L in Town within theſe three Days; ſo that you | 1 15 
hade nothing to do, but to obey your careful Father. | Fo 4 
[To Pala. ] Sir, my Father, for whom I have a ahi Lag 
blind Obedience, has commanded me to receive your > tis 
paſſionate Addreſſes ; but you muſt alſo give me leave Mt ö 
to 2 that I cannot merit em from ſo accompliih'd ee a Play 
a Cavalier. | 
Pal. J want many things, Madam, to render me _ Ki 
accompliſh'd ; and the firſt and greateſt of them is your P Tas 
Favour. * of the W 
Mel. Let me die, Philotis, but this is extremely Mel. 
French; but yet Count Rhodophil. A Gentlema n, 1 Ir 1 | 
Sir, that underſtands the Grand Monde ſo well, who bonp kr 
has haunted the beſt Converſations, and who (in ſhort) W.; Sn 
has voyag'd, may pretend to the good Graces of any . 0 kiſs be 
Lady. more, anc 
Pal. [ Afide. my day ! Grand Monde ! Converſa- 1 
tion! Voyag'd ! and good Graces! I find my Miſtreſs Pal. (8 
is one of thoſe that run mad in new French Words. om the 
Mel. J ſuppoſe, Sir, you have made the Tour of Whole A, 
France, and, having ſeen all that's fine there, will R guage 55 


vell'd, mere Sicilian, is a Bete; and has nothing in 4 8 ; 
the World of an hon#te homme. kiss all Ni 
Pal. I muſt confeſs, Madam, that me > Be 
Mel. And what new Minuets have you brought over Bloy er a 
with you? Their Minuets are to a Miracle! and our of 


Sicilian Jigs are ſo dull and fad to em. 
Pal. For Minuets, Madam 


OP 


Mel. And what new Plays are there in "_ : . 


nd 
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And who danc'd. beſt in the Grand Ballet? Come, 
ſweet Servant, you ſhall tell me all. | 
Pal. [ Afide.] Tell her all? Why ſhe aſks all, and 
will hear nothing—— To anſwer in Order, Madam, 
to your Demands — 
N Mel. I am thinking what a happy Couple we ſhall 
be ! for you ſhall keep up your Correſpondence abroad, 
and every thing that's new writ in France, and fine, 
I mean, all that's delicate, and bien Tournt, we will 
have firſt. 
Pal. But, Madam, our Fortune | 
Mel. I underſtand you, Sir; you'll leave that to me: 
For the Manage of a Family, I know it better than 
any Lady in Szcily. 
Pal. Alas, Madam, we 4 
Mel. Then we will never make Viſits together, nor 
4 ſeea Play, but always apart; you ſhall be every Day 
at the King's Levee, and [ at the Queen's; and we will 
never meet, but in the Drawing- Room. 
Phil. Madam, the new Prince is juſt paſs'd the end 
of the Walk. 
Mel. The new Prince, ſay'ſt thou? Adieu, dear Ser- 
= vant, I have not made my Court to him theſe two 
long Hours. Oh, 'tis the ſweeteſt Prince! So ob/igeant, 
charmant, raviſſant, that=——— Well, I'll make haſte 
to kiſs his Hands; and then make half a ſcore Viſits 
more, and be with you again in a Twinkling. 
1 | Exit, running with Phil. 
Pal. (Solus.) Now Love of thy Mercy bleſs me 
from this Tongue; it may keep the Field againſt a 
whole Army of Lawyers, and that in their own Lan- 
3 guage, French Gibberiſh. Tis true, in the Day- 
time, "tis tolerable, when a Man has Field-room to run 
from it; but to be ſhut up in a Bed with her, like two 
Cocks in a Pit; Humanity cannot ſupport it. I muſt” 
Ekiſs all Night in my own Defence, and hold her down 
like a Boy at Cuffs; nay, and give her the riſing 
Blow every time ſhe begins to ſpeak. [Exit. 


— 


The End of the Firſt Act. 
3 Ke 
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| Cel M 
DESO DW SY IG<S< 2. 
IV > — < vo . UL. Y. 2 S £ J GP. Was whe 
A SD UELZ AR ".\ 
— g I not ſay 
Ac r l. s CEN E I. Aaeſt 
* Flr. | 
Enter Celadon meeting Doralice. Cell 
Dor. Rother! what makes you here, about the ; enough « 
Queen's Apartments? which of the Ladies 4 oo 
are you watching for ? | F 100 N 
Cel. Any of'em that will do me the good Turn, to the FT] 
make me ſoundly in love. i Cel. 
Dor. Then Tl! beſpeak you one; you will be 1 * 
deſperately in loye with Florimel. So ſoon. as the | 4215. 
Queen heard you were return'd, ſhe gave you her for p * 
a Miſtreſs. , 5 15 
Cel. Thank her Majeſty: but to confeſs the Truth, 7 5 
my Fancy lies partly another way. | j - j 
Dor. That's ſtrange: Flarimel vows you are in love 12 I od 
with her already 7 * 1 
Cel. She wrongs me horribly: If ever I ſaw, or. 0 "9 
ſpoke with this Florimel / | 7 at 1 v 
Dor. Well, take your Fortune, I muſt leave you. Ce 
| [Exit Doralice. 4 Maxim 
Enter Florimel, ſees him, and is running back. Flor. 
Cel. Nay Faith, I am got betwixt you and Home, * 2 by ty 


you are my Pris'ner, Lady Bright, till you reſolve me 79 Cel 
one Queſtion, [She ſigns.) is ſhe dumb? I-gad, 1 fan whic 
think, ſhe is. What, a Vengeance, doſt thou at Court „ 


with ſuch a rare Face, without a Tongue to. anſwer to 0 Ik 
a kind Queſtion? Art thou dumb indeed? then thou "oF 
can'it tell no Tales | whit 
| [ Goes to hiſs her. Wakes © 

Flor. Hold, hold, you are not mad! Thur 
Cel. Oh, my Miſs in a Maſque ! have you found 1 
your Tongue? 1 
Flor. Iwas time, I think; what had become of me, - CW. 


if I had not? 
Cel. 
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Cel. Methinks your Lips had done as well. 
Flor. Yes, if my Maſque had been over em, as it 


Vas when you met me in the Walks, 


Cel. Well, will you believe me another time? Did 


I not ſay you were intolerably handſome: They may 


talk of Flori mel if they will, but faith he muſt come 
ſhort of you. | 
Flor. Have you ſeen her then? 
Cel. I look'd a little that way, but I had ſoon 
enough of her; ſhe is not to be ſeen twice without a 
> Surfeit. | | 
Flor. However, you are beholden to her, they ſay 
ſhe loves you. | 
Cel. By Fate ſhe ſhall not love me; I have told her 
a piece of my Mind already: Pox o' theſe coming 
> Women, they ſet a Man to Dinner, before he Fas an 
; Appetite. [Flavia at the Door. 
Fla. Florimel, you are call'd within 
Cel. I hope in the Lord you are not Florimel ? 
Flor. Ev'n ſhe at your Service; the ſame kind and 
coming Florimel, you have deſcribed. 
Cel. Why then we are agreed already ; I am as 


kind and coming as you for the Heart of you: I knew 
at firſt we two were good for nothing but one another. 
g Flor. But, without Raillery, are you in love? 
j 


Cel. So horribly. much, that contrary to my own 
Maxims, I think in my Conſcience I cou'd marry you. 
Flor. No, no, 'tis not come to that yet: But if you 

are really in love, you have done me the greateſt Plea- 


. » ſure in the World. 
£6 Cel. That Pleaſure, and a better too I have in ſtore 


for you. 

Flor. This Animal called a Lover, I have long'd to 
ſee theſe two Years. 

Cel. Sure you walk'd with your Maſque on all the 
While; for if you had been ſeen, you could not have 
been without your Wiſh. 

Flor. I warrant you mean an ordinary whinin 
Lover; but J muſt have other Proofs of Love cer 
believe it. | 

Cel. You ſhall have the beſt that I'can give yon. 
| er. 
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Flor. I would have a Lover, that if need be, ſhould 


— himſelf, drown himſelf, break his Neck, and 
poiſon himſelf, for very Deſpair. He that will ſeru- 
ple this, is an impudent Fellow, if he ſays he's in love. 

Cel. Pray, Madam, which of theſe four would you 
have your Lover do? for a Man's but a Man, he can- 
not hang, and drown, and break his Neck, and poi- 
ſon himſelf, all together. 

Flor. Well then, becauſe you are but a Beginner, 
and I would not diſcourage you, any one of theſe ſhall 
ſerve your turn in a fair way. RE 

Cel. I am much deceiv'd in thoſe Eyes of yours, if 
a Treat, a Song, and the Fiddle, be not a more accep- 
table Proof of Love to you, than any of thoſe tragical 
ones you have mention'd. 

Flor. However, you will grant it is but decent you 
ſhou'd be pale, lean, and melancholy, to ſhew you 
are in love ; and that I ſhall require of you when 1 ſee 
you next. 

Cel. When you ſee me next? Why, you do not 
make a Rabbit of me, to be lean at twenty four Hours 
warning? In the mean while, we burn Day- light, loſe 
Time, and Love. 

Flor. Would you marry me without Conſidera- 
tion ? 

Cel. Ay, to chooſe ; for they that think on't, twenty 
to one, would never do it: hang fore-caſt; to make 
ſure of one good Night is as much, in reaſon, as a Man 
ſhould expect from this ill World. 

Flor. Methinks a few more Years, and Diſcretion, 
would do well; I do not like this going to Bed ſo ear- 
ly, it makes one ſo weary before Morning. 

Cel. That's much, as your Pillow is laid before you 
go to Sleep. n ; 

Flor. Shall I make a Propoſition to you? I will give 
you a whole Year of Probation to love me in, to grow 
reſery'd, diſcreet, ſober, and faithful, and to pay me 
allthe Services of a Lover. | 


Cel. And at the End of it you'll marry me? 
Flor. If neither of us alter our Minds before 
Cel. By this Light, a neceſſary Clauſe——but if 1 


pay. 


oo VP 
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ay in all the aforefaid Services before the Day, you 
ſhall be oblig'd to take me ſooner into Mercy. 


Fhr. Provided if you prove unfaithful, then ybur 


time of a twelve- month to be prolong d: ſo many Ser- 


vices, I will bate you ſo many Days or Weeks; ſo ma- 
ny Faults, I will add to your Prenticeſhip ſo much 
more: and of all this I only to be the Judge. If 
you like it, follow me, Captive. 


[She pulls him. 
Cel. March on, Conqueror. [ FExeunt Cel. and Flor, 


Enter Palamede ſolus. 
Pal. 'Tis pretty odd, that my Miſtreſs ſhould ſo 


much reſemble Rhodephis! The ſame News-monger, 


the ſame paſſionate Lover of a Court; the ſame, but 
Baſta !=——ſince I muſt marry her, I'll ſay nothing of 
her, becauſe he ſhall not laugh at my Misfortune. 


Enter Rhodophil. 


Rho. Well, Palamede, how go the Affairs of Love? 
You've ſeen your Miſtreſs? 

Pal. I have ſo. | | 

Rho. And how, and how? Has the old Cupid, your 
Father, choſen well for | nk Is he a good Woodman? 

Pal. She's much handſomer than I could have ima- 
gin'd: In ſhort, I love her, and will marry her. 

Rho. Then you are quite off your old Miſtreſs ? 

Pal. You are miſtaken, I intend to love *em both, 


as a reaſonable Man ought to do. For ſince all Wo- 
men have their Faults and Imperfections, tis fit that 


one of them ſhould help out the t'other. 
Enter Doralice, walking by and. reading. 


Pal. Ods my Life! Rhodophil, will you keep my 
Counſel ? | 

Rho. Yes : where's the Secret ? Tt 

Pal. There 'tis. [Shewing Doralice.] I may tell 
you, as my Friend /ub Sigil/o, &c. This is that very 
numerical Lady, with whom I am in love. 

Rho. By all that's Vertuous, my Wife. [ 4fede. 


Pal. You look ſtrangely ; how do you like her ? Is 
ſhe not very handſome. 3 Rho. 
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Rho. Sure he abuſes me. [ Afide.] Why the Devil 
do you ask my Judgment ? [To him. 
Pal. You are ſo dogged now, you think no Man's 

Miſtreſs handſome but your own. Come, you ſhall hear 
her talk too; ſhe has a Wit, I aſſure you. 

Rho. This is too much, Palamede. [ Going back. 

Pal. Prithee do not hang back ſo: Of an old try'd 
Lover, thou art the moſt baſhful Fellow. [ Pulling him 

| | forwards. 

Dor. Were you ſo near and would not ſpeak, dear 

Husband ? | [ Looking up. 
Pal. Husband, quoth- a! I have cut out a fine Piece 
of Work for my felf. [ Hae. 

Rho. Pray, Spouſe, how long have you been ac- 
quainted with this Gentleman ? | 

Dor. Who, I acquainted with this Stranger ? To my 
beſt knowledge I never ſaw him before. 


Enter Melantha at the other end. 


Pal. Thanks, Fortune, thou haſt help'd me. [ 4de. 
Rho. Palamede, this muſt not paſs ſo ; I muſt know 
your Miſtreſs a little better. 5 
Pal. It ſhall be your own Fault elſe. Come, Ul] in- 
troduce you. 5 
Rho. Introduce me ! Where ? 
Pal. There, tomy Miſtreſs. [ Pointing to Melantha, 
who ſeiftly paſſes over the Stage. 
Rho. Who! Melantha! O Heavens, I did not ſee her. 
Pal. But I did, I am an Eagle where I love: I 
have ſeen her this half hour. 3 
Dor. (Afide.) 1 find he has Wit, he has got off ſo 
readily ; but it would anger me if he ſhould love Me- 
lantha. | 
- Rho. (Afide.) Now I could e'en wiſh it were my 
Wife helov'd, I find he is to be married to my Miſtreſs. 
Pal. Shall I run after, and fetch her back again, to 
prefent you to her? 
. - Rho. No, you need not; I havethe Honour to have 
ſome {mall Acquaintance with her. 


Pal. ( Afide.) O Jupiter! What a Blockhead was I, 


not to find it out ? My Wite that mult be, 1s his = 
{ rels, 


Euter M 


Mel. 
5 voirs to 
j my Cou 
never N 
Prince; 
3 me, let | 
Dor. 
. Mel. 
l Grande ] 
k Air of th 
* Pal. Þ 
Mel. ( 
good Gra 
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ſtreſs. I did a little ſuſpect it before: Well, I muſt 
marry her, becauſe ſhe's handſome, and becauſe J hate 
to be diſinherited, for a younger Brother, which I am 
ſure I ſhall be if I difabey; and yet I muſt keepin with 
Rhodophil, becauſe I love his Wife. ; 
(To Rhodo.) I muſt deſire you to make my Excuſe 
to your Lady, if I have been ſo unfortunate to cauſe any 
Miſtake, and withal-to beg the Honour of being known 
to her. | 
Rho. O, that's but reaſon. Hark you, Spouſe, 
Pray look upon this Gentleman as my Friend; whom, 
to my knowledge, you have never ſeen before this 
Hour. N 
Dor. I am fo obedient a Wife, Sir, that my Hus- 
band's Commands ſhall ever be a Law to me. 


Euter Melantha again haſtily, runs to embrace Doralice- 
\ Mel. O, my Dear, I was juſt oing to pay my De- 


voirs to you; I had not time this Morning, for making 
my Court to the King, and our new Prince. Well, 
never Nation was ſo happy, and all that, in a young 
Prince; and he's the kindeſt Perſon in the World to 
me, let me die if he is not. | 
. Dor. He has been bred up far from Court, and there- 
Jore | 0 
Mel. That imports not: Tho' he has not ſeen the 
4 Grande Monde, and all that, let me die but he has the 
Air of the Court moſt abſolutely. 
© Pal. But yet, Madam, he 
Mel. O Servant, you can teſtify, that J am in his 
good Graces. Well, I cannot ſtay long with you, be- 
cauſe I have promiſed him this Afternoon But 
Hark you, my Dear, I'Il tell you a Secret. [Whiſpers 
+1 to Dor. 
* Rho. The Devil's in me that I muſt love this Wo- 
Gran. | | (Aa. 
Pal. The Devil's in me that I muſt marry this Wo- 


( Afade.) 


\ 


man. 
Mel. (Raiſing her Voice.) So the Prince and I 


ut you muſt make à Secret of this, my Dear, for I 
Would not for the World your Husband ſhould hear 
or my Tyrant there that muſt be. Pal. 


loſt, we hear you. [ Afrde. 
+ Mel. T'll tell you, my Dear, the Prince took me by 


© 9 Enos nom pace a n 5 . 
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Pal. Well, fair Impertinent, your Whiſper is not 


Dor. I underſtand then, tha. 


the Hand, and preſs'd it a/ a derobbee, becauſe the King 

was near, made the doux yeux to me, and ſaid a thou- 

ſand Gallantries, or let me die, my Dear. | 
Dor. Then I am ſure you — 
Mel. You are miſtaken, my Dear. 
Dor. What! before I ſpeak? a 
Mel. But I know your Thoughts. You think, my 


Dear, that I aſſum'd ſomething of ferte into my Coun- _ 
tenance, to rebutt him; but quite contrary, I regarded hep E 
him, I know not how to expreſs it in our dull Sicilian gg by 
Language, un ayre enjoue; and ſaid nothing but ad- uſing } 
autre, adautre, and that it was all Gri mace, and would atter 1 
not paſs upon me. 4 Night 
Enter Flavia, Melantha ſees her, and runs away from 1 T 


Dor. 


(To Flavia) My Dear, I muſt beg your pardon, I, trimon 
was juſt making a Looſe from Doralice, to pay my Re- licious 
ſpects to you: Let me die, if I ever paſs time ſo agree- and to 


ably, as in your Company; and if 1 would leave it for D 
any Ladies in Sicily. : : ver adn 
Fla. Here's the new Beauty, Florimel, is coming py 
this way. | dition i 
Enter Florimel, Melantha runs to her. . 4 2 


Mel. O dear Madam ! I have been at your Lodgings, Walk k 
in my new Galeche ſo often, to tell you ofa new Amour | 


betwixt two Perſons whom you would little ſuſpect for And ſo 
it; that, let me die, if one of my Coach-horſes be not Pal. 
dead, and another quite tir'd, and ſunk under the Fa- ment I 
tigue. „ che Mez 
Flor. O, Melantha! I can tell you News, the Prince I will n. 
is coming this way. Devotio 


Mel. The Prince! O ſweet Prince! He and I are upon my 
to and I forgot it Your pardon, ſweet em. 


Madam, for my Abruptneſs. Adieu, my Dears. Ser- Fla. 
' __ vant] 
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is not vant Rhodophil ; Servant, Servant; Servant all. [Exit 
[ Aſide. running. 
* Rhodophil goes to Florimel and Flavia. [Whiſpers. 

me by þ Dor. (To Pal.) Why do you not follow your Milireſs, 
e King Sir! | 
a thou- | Pal. Follow her! why at this rate ſhe'll be at the 
Indies within this half hour, 

Dar. However, if you can't follow her to-day, you'll 
meet her at Night, I hope. 


Rho. (To himſelf.) 1 begin to hate this Palamede, 


k, my 4 


becauſe he is to marry my Miſtreſs : Yet break with 
Coun- him I dare not, for fear of being quite excluded from 
egarded,'} her Company. Tis a hard Cate, when a Man muſt 
Sicilian *} go by his Rival to his Miſtreſs : But *tis at worſt, but 


but ad- } uſing him like a Pair of heavy Boots in a dirty Journey; 
ad would 4 _ have foul'd him all Day, I'll throw him off at 
Night. 5 
Pal. But can you, in Charity, ſuffer me to be mor- 
tified, without affording me ſome Relief? If it be but 
do puniſh that Sign of a Husband there; that lazy Ma- 
ardon, 1 trimony, that dull infipid Taſte, who ieaves ſuch de. 
my Re- licious Fare at home, to dine abroad on worſe Meat, 
ſo agree - and to pay dear for it into the bargain, 
ave it for Dor. All this is in vain: Aſſurè your ſelf, I will ne- 
ver admit of any Viſit from you in private. 
is coming Pal. That is to tell me, in other Words, my Con- 
dition is deſperate. | 
Dor. I think you in ſo ill a Condition, that I a 


*  _ _ _ * refoly'd to pray for you this very Evening, in the cloſe 
Lodgings, Walk behind the Terras; for that's a private place, 


FA 


vay from 


P. 


ew Amour and there I am ure no body will diſturb my Devotions. 
{uſpe& for And ſo Good-night, Sir. [ Exit. 
rſes be not Pal. This is the neweſt way of making an Appoint- 
er the Fa- ment I ever heard of: Let Women alone to contrire 


the Means; I find we are but Dunces to em. Well, 

„che Prince I will not be ſo prophane a Wretch as to interrupt her 

Devotions ; but to make 'em more effectual, I'll down 

e and I are upon my Knees, and endeayour to join my own with 

-don, ſweet em. 

Years, Ser} Ha. Celaden! what makes him here? ¶ Exeunt own. 
| vant : but Fla.” 


B ste- 


2 I ng y 


l 
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Enter to her Celadon, Olinda, Sabina; 'they avalk over 
the Stage together ; He ſeeming to court them. 


Olin, Nay, ſweet Celadon 
Sab. Nay, dear Celadon. | 
Fla. Oho! I ſee his Buſineſs now, 'tis with Meliu's 
two Daughters: Look, look, how he peeps about to 
ſee if the Coaſt be -elear; like an Hawk that will not 
plume if ſhe be look'd n — [ Excunt Celadon, 
Olinda, Sabina, 


So-—at laſt he has truſs'd his Quarry, 


Enter Florimel. 


Flor. Did you ſee Celadon this way ? 
Fla. If you had not ask'd the Queſtion, I ſhould have 


thought you had come from watching him; he is juſt 


gone off with Meliſſa's Daughters, 
Flor. Meliſſa's Daughters! He did not court em I 
hope. | 

Fla. So buſily, he loſt no. time: While he was 
teaching the one a Tune, he was kiſſing the other's 
Hand. 

Flor. O fine Gentleman! | | X 

Fla. And they ſo greedy of him! Did you never fee 
two Fiſhes about a Bait, tugging it this way and r'other 
way: For my part, I look'd at leaſt he ſhould have 
loſt a Leg or Arm ith” Service Nay, never vex 
your ſelf, but e'en reſolve to break with him. 

Fler. No, no, tis not come to that yet; I'Il correct 
him firſt, and then hope the beſt from Time. 

Fla. From Time! Believe me there's little Good to 
be expected from him. I never knew the old Gentle- 
man with the Scythe and the Hour-glaſs bring any 
thing but gray Hair, thin Cheeks, and loſs of Leeth: 
You ſee Celadon loves others. 

Flor. There is the more hope he may love me a- 
mongſt the reſt: Hang't, I would not marry one of 


theſe ſolemn Fops: Give me a Servant that is an High- 


Flyer at all Games, that is bounteous of himſelf to 
many Women; and yet whenever J pleas d to throw 
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out the Lure of Matrimony, ſhould come down with 
a Swinge, and fly the better at his own Quarry. 

Fla. But are you ſure you can take him down when 
you think good ? 

Flor. Nothing more certain. 

Ela. What Wager will you venture upon the Tryal? 

Flor. Any thing. 

Fla. My Maidenhead to yours. 

Flor. That's a good one, who ſhall take the Forſeit? 

Fla. Well, Fl go and write a Letter as from theſe 
two Siſters, to ſummon him immediately; it ſhall be 
deliver'd before you. I warrant you fee a ſtrong Com- 
bat betwixt the Fleſh and the Spirit: If he leaves you 
to go to them, you'll grant he loves them better? 

Flor. Not a jot the more: A Bee may pick of many 
Flowers, and yet like ſome one better than all the reſt. 

Fla. But then your Bee mult not leave his Sting be- 
hind him. 

Flir.. Well, make the Experiment however : I hear 
him coming, and a whole Noiſe of Fidlers at his 


Heels, Heys day, what a mad Husband ſhail I have! 


Enter Celadon. 


Fla. And what a mad Wife will he have! Well, 1 
mult go a little way, but I'll return immediately and 
write it: You'll keep him in diſcourle the while. { Exit 

Flavia, 

Cel. Where are you, Madam ? What do you mean 
to run away thus? Pray ftand to't, that we may diſ- 
patch this Buſineſs, Caught ! ! by ail that's Impudent, 

[ Jae. 

Flor. IL think you mean to watch me, as they do 
Witches, to make me confeſs I love you. Lord, what 
a Buſtle have you kept this Afternoon? what with Eat- 
ing, Singing and Dancing, I am ſo wearied, that 1 ſhall 
not be in caſe to hear any more Love this fortnight. 

Cel. Nay, if you ſurfeit on't before tryal, Mercy on 
you when [ have marry'd yes.. 

Flor. But what King's Revenue do you chink will 
maintain this extravagant Expence ? 

Cel, IJ have an intolerable Father, arich old Rog! ae, 
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if he would once die! Lord, how long does he mean to 

make it e'er hedies ? | | 

7 Flor. As long as ever he can, I'll paſs my word for 
im. 

Cel. I think then we had beſt conſider him as an ob- 
ſtinate old Fellow, that is deaf to the News of a better 
World, and ne'er ſtay for him. 

Flor. But een marry and get him Grand-Children 
in abundance, and Great Grand Children upon them, 
and fo inch him and ſhove him out of the World by the 
very force of new Generations. If that be the way, 
you muſt excuſe me. 

Cel. But do'ſt thou know what it is to be an old 
Maid ? | 

Flr. No, nor hope I ſhan't theſe twenty Years. 

Cel. But when that time comes, in the firſt place 
thou wilt be condemn'd to tell Stories, how many Men 
thou mighoſt have had; and none believe thee: Then 
thou groweſt froward, and impertinently wearieſt all 
thy Friends to ſollicit Man for thee. 

Flor. Away with your old Common- place Wit: Iam 
reſolv'd to grow fat, and look young till Forty, and 
then flip out of the World with the firſt Wrinkle, and 
the Reputation of Five and Twenty. 

Cel. Well, what think you now of a Reckoning be- 


twixt us? 


Flor. How do you mean? 
Cel. 'To diſcount for ſa many Days of my Year's 


Service, as I have paid in fince Morning. 


Flor. With all my heart. 
Cel. Imprimis, for a Treat: Item, for my Glaſs- 


Coach: Item, for ſitting bare, and Playing with your 
Fan: And laſtly and principally, 


or my Fidelity to 
you this long Hour and half. | 

Flor. For this I 'bate you three Weeks of your Ser- 
vice: Now hear your Bill of Faults ; for your comfort, 
tis a ſhort one. 

Cel, 1 know it. | 

Flor. Imprimis, Item, and Sum total, for keeping 
company with Meliſſa's Daughters. 

Cel. How the uuce came you to Know of 2 ? 
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Gad, I believe the Devil plays booty againſt himſelf, 
and tells you of my Sins. Y LAlide. 
Flor. The Offence being ſo ſmall, the Puniſhment 
ſhall be proportionable; I will ſet you back only half 
a Year. | | 
Cel. You're moſt Unconſcionable : why then do you 
think we ſhall come togeti.er ? There's none but the 
old Patriarchs could live long enough to marry you at 
this rate. What, do you take me for ſome Couſin 
of Methufalem's, that I muſt Ray an hundred Years be- 
fore I come to beget Sons and Daughters ? 
Flor. Here's an impudent Lover, he complains of 


” 


me, without offering to excuſe himſelf; [tem, a Fort- 


fy 


* 


night more ſor that. | 

Cel. So,there's another Puff in my Voyage has blown 
me back to the North of Great Britain. 

Flor. All this is nothing to your Excuſe for the two 
Siſters. 

Cel. Faith, if ever I did more than kiſs em, and that 
but once . 

Flor. What could you have done more to me? 

Cel. An hundred times more; as thou ſhalt know, 
dear Rogue, at time convenient. 

Flor. Vou talk, you talk: Cou'd you kiſs 'em, 
though but once, and never think of me? 

Cel. Nay, if I had thought of thee, I had kiſ9d em 
over a thouſand times with the very force of Imagina- 
tion. 
Flor. The Gallants are mightily beholden to you; 
you have found em out a new way to kiſs their Mi- 
ſtreſſes, upon other Women's Lips. 

Cel. What wou'd you have? You are my Sultana 
Queen, the reſt are but in the nature of your Slaves: 
I may make ſome ſlight Excurſion in the Enemy's 
Country for Forage, or ſo, but I ever return to my 


Head Quarters. 
Enter Bey with à Letter. 


Cel. To me? 

Boy. It your Name be Celadon. [Celad. reads f. 

Cel. [To the Page] Child, come hither Child, here's 
| Money 
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Money for thee : So, be gone quickly, good Child, be- 
fore any body examines thee : Thou art in a dange- 
rous place, Child [ Thrufts him out.] Very gocd, 
the Siſters {ſend me word they will have the Fiddles 
this Afternoon, and invite me to ſup there Now can- 
not I forbear, and I ſhould be hang'd, tho' I ſcap'd a 
Scouring ſo lately for it. Vet J love Florimel better than 
both of 'em together.—— There's the Riddle on't, but 


only for the {weet ſake of Variety. Aſide. 


Well, we muſt all ſin, and all repent, and there's an 
end on't. 


Flor. What is it that makes you fidge up and down 
{o? | 


Cel. Faith Jam ſent for by a very dear Friend, and 
tis upon a buſineſs cf Lite and Death. 

Flor. On my Life, ſome Woman. 

Cel. On my Honour, ſon:e Man; do you think I 


| would lye to you? 


Hor. But you engag'd to ſup with me. | 
Cel. But J confider it may be ſcandalous to ſtay late 
in your Lodgings. Adieu, dear Creature, if ever I am 


falſe to thee again | [Exit Celadon, 


Flor. See what conſtant Metal you Men are made of 


He begins to vex me in good earneſt. Hang him, let 


him go and take enovgh of 'em; and yet methinks I 
can't endure he ſhould neither. Lord, that ſuch a 
Mad-cap-as I ſhould ever live ta be jealous! I muſt af- 
ter him. Some Ladies would diſcard him now, but I, 


4 fitter way for my Revenge will find, 
PII marry him, and ſerve him in his find [ Ex. Flex, 


The End of the Second Act. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


Enter Rhodophil meeting Doralice and Flavia, Rho- 


dophil and Doralice embrace. 


Rho. Y own dear Heart ! 

Dor. My own true Love! [She {forts 
back.) i had forgot my ſelf, tobe fo kind; indeed 1 am 
very angry with you, Dear, you are come an Hour 
after you appointed: If you had ſtaid a Minute longer, 
F was juit conſidering whether I ſhould ſtab, hang, or 
drown my ſelf, [ Embracing him, 

Rho. Nothing but the King's Buſineſs could have 
hinder'd me; and I was ſo vex'd, that I was juſt lay- 
ing down my Commiſſion, rather than have fail'd my 
Dear. [King her Hand, 

Fla. Why, this is Love as it ſhould be, betwixt Man 
and Wife ; ſuch another Couple would bring Marriage 
into Faſhion again. But is it always thus betwixt you ! 

Rho. Always thus! this is nothing. I tell you there 
is not ſuch a pair of Turtles in all Sicily ; there is ſuch 
an eternal. Cooing and Kiſſing betwixt us, that indeed 
it 1s ſcandalous before Company. 

Dor. Well, if I had imagin'd I ſhould have been 
this fond. Fool, I would never have marry'd the Man 
J lov'd : I marry'd to be happy, and have made my 
ſelf miſerable, by over-loving. Nay, and now my 
Caſe is deſperate, for I have been married above theſe 
two Years, and find my ſelf every Day worſe and worſe 
in Love ; nothing but Madneſs can be the end on't. 
Fla. Doat on to the Extremity, and you are happy. 

Dor. He deſerves ſo infinitely much, that the truth 
is, there can be no doating in the Matter; but to love 
well, I confeſs is a Work that pays it ſelf; tis telling 
Gold, and after taking it for one's pains, | 

84 Rho. 
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Rho. By that I ſhould be a very covetous Perſon, for 
T am ever pulling oat my Money, and putting it into 
my Pocket again. 5 

Dor. Oh dear Rhodsphil / | 

Rhy. Oh ſweet Doralice! [ Embracing each other. 

Fla. (Afide.) Nay, I'm reſolv'd I'll never interrupt 
Lovers: I'll leave them as happy as I found 'em. 

[ Steals away. 

Rho. What, is ſhe gone ? [ Looking up. 

Dor. Yes, and without taking leave. 

Rho. Then there's enough for this time, 

Dor. Yes ſure, the Scene's done, I take it. [Parting 

from her. They walk contrary on the Stage, he wwith 
his Hands in his Pocket, Whiſtling ; ſhe Singing a 
dall melancholy Tune. 

Rho. Pox o your dull Tune, a Man can't think for 

ou. ö ; | 
g Der. Pox o' your damn'd Whiſtling. you can neither 
be Company to me your ſelf, nor leave me to the Free- 
dom of my own Fancy. 

Rhe. Well, thou art the moſt provoking Wife. 

Dor. Well, thou art the dulleſt Husband, thou art 
never to be provok'd. | tne? 

Rho. I was never thought dull till I marry'd thee, 
and now thou haſt made an old Knife of me, thou haſt 
whetted me ſo long till I have no Edge left. 

Dor. I ſee you are in the Husband's Faſhion, yon 
reſerve all your Good-Humour for your Miſtreſſes, and 
keep your ill for your Wives. 

Rho. Prithee leave me to my own Cogitations; Iam ; 
thinking over all my Sins, to find for which of them i 
*{was I marry'd thee, | "= 10 
Dor. What ever your Sin was, mine's the Puniſnu- th 
ment. | 

Rho. My Comfort is, thou art not Immortal ; and 
when that bleſſed, that divine Day comes, of this De- 3 
parture, I'm reſolv'd 'll make one Holy-day more in | 
the Almanack, for thy ſake. | Þ : 

[ 


ant. a 


_ - „ «+ 2 FE 
— —— 8 
Wo " — a 9 
— D — 2 hes . — s — 
we — 
1 ge — 
„„ 4 
—— ru 22% —— — — 
„ 


* 
”m 


Dor. Ay, you had need make a Holy · day for me, 
for I am ſure you have made me a Martyr. 

Rho. Then ſetting my victorious Foot upon thy Head, 

| In. 
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in the firſt Hour of thy Silence, (that is, the firſt Hour 
thou art dead, for I deſpair of it before) I will ſwear 
by thy Ghoft, an Oath as terrible to me, as Styx is to 
the Gods ; never more to be in danger to the Bonds of 
Matrimony— 

Dor. And I amreſolv'd to marry the very ſame Day 
thou dy'ſt, if it be to ſhew how little I'm concern'd for 
thee. | | 
Rho. Prithee, Doralice, why do we quarrel thus a- 
days? Ha! This is but a kind of heatheniſh Life, and 
does not anſwer the ends of Marriage. If I have err'd, 


| propoſe what reaſonable Atonement may be made, be- 


fore we ſleep, and I ſhall not be refractory: But with- 
all conſider, I have been marry'd theſe three Years, 
and be not too Tyrannical. | 

Dor. Why ſhould you talk of a Peace, when you can 
give no Security for Performance of Articles? 

Rho. Then ſince we mult live together, and both of 
us ſtand upon our Terms, as to the matter of dying 
firſt, let us ev'n make our ſelves as merry as we can 
with our Misfortunes. Why there's the Devil on't, if 
thou couldſt make thy Favours but a little leſs eaſy, 
or but a little more unlawful, thou ſhould(t fee what a 
Termagant Lover I would prove. I have taken ſuch 
pains to like thee, Doralice, that I have fancy'd thee 
all the fine Women in the Town to help me out: But 
now there's none lefe for me to think on, my Imagina- 
tion is quite jaded. Thou art a Wife, and thou wilt be 
a Wife, and I can make thee another no longer. [Exit 

| Rho. 

Dor. Well, fince thou art a Husband, and wilt be 
a Husband, I'll try if J can't find out another that won't 
think me a Wife. 


Enter Melantha and Flavia 70 her. 


Mel. Dear, my Dear, pity me, I am ſo chagrin to- 
day, and have had the molt ſignal Affront at Court! 
I went this Afternoon to do my Devoir to the Princeſs, 
and belp'd to make her Court ſome half an Hour: At- 
ter which, ſhe went to take the Air, choſe cut two La- 
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diesto go with her, that came in after me, and leſt me 
moit barbarouſly bekind her, 


Fla. You are the leſs to be pitied, Melantha, becauſe 
you ſubject your ſelf to theſe Affronts, by coming per- 


petually to Court, where you have no Buſinefſs nor 


Employment. 

Mel. I declare J had rather of the two, be raillyd, 
ray mal traittè at Court, than be deify'd in the Town; 
for poſitively, nothing can be ſo ridicule, as a meer 
Town Lady. 

Fla. And therefore I would &en adviſe you to quit 
the Court, and live either wholly in the Town; or, if* 
you like not that, in the Country. 


Dor. In the Country! nay, that's to fall beneath the 


Town; for they live there upon our Offals here: Their 
Entertainment of Wit is only the remembrance of what 
they had when they were laſt in Town; they live this 
Year upon laſt Year's Knowledge, as the Cattle do all 
Night, by chewing the Cud of what they eat in the 
Afternoon. 

Mel, And then they tell for News ſuch unlikely Sto- 
ties: A Letter from one of us is ſuch a Preſent to em, 
that the poor Souls wait for the Carrier's Day with 
ſuch Devotion, that they cannot ſleep the Night before. 

Fla. No more than I can the Night before I am to 

oa Journey. 

Dor. Or I, before J am to try on a new Gown. 

Mel. A Song that's filale here, will be new there a 
Twelvemonth hence: And if a Man of the Town by 
chance come amonglt 'em, he's reverenc'd for teaching 
'em the Tune. | 

Dor. A Friend of mine, who makes Songs ſome- 
times, came lately out of the Weſt, and vow'd he was 
ſo pat out of Countenance with a Song of his: For at 

e firſt Country Gentleman's he viſited, he ſaw three 
Tailors croſs-legg'd upon the Table in the Hall, who 
were tearing it out as loud as they could ſing, 


Alter the Pangs of a deſperate Lover, &c. 


And all that Day he heard nothing elſe, but the Daugh- 
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ters of the Houſe, and the Maids, humming it over 


in every Corner, and the Father whiſtling it. 


Fla. Indeed I have obſerv'd of my ſelf, that when [ 
am out of Town but a Fortnight, JI am ſo humble, 
that I would receive a Letter from my Tay lor or Mer- 
cer, for a Favour. . 

Mel, When I have been at Graſs in the Summer, 
and am new come up again, methinks I am to be 
turn'd into Ridicule by all that ſee me: But when I 
have been once or twice at Court, I begin to value my 
ſelf again, and to deſpiſe my Country Acquaintance. 

Fla. 'There are places where all People may be a- 
dored, and we ought to know our ſelves io well as to 
chuſe em. But I ſee we ſhall leave Me/antha where 
we found her; for the Town and Country are become 
more dreadful to her than the Court, where ſhe was af- 
fronted. But you forget, we are to wait on the Prin- 
ceſs. Come Doralice. 

Dor. Farewel, Melantha. 

Mel. Adieu, my Dear. | 

Fla. You are out of Charity with her; and therefore 
J ſhall not give your Service. 

Mel. Do not omit it, I beſeech you; for ] have ſuch 
a Tender for the Court, that I love it even from the 
Drawing-Room to the Lobby, and can never be Re- 
buttee by any Uſage. But hark you, my Dear, one 
thing I had forgot of great Concernment, 

Dor. Quickly then, we are in haſte. 

Mel. Do not call it my Service, that's too vulgar : 
but d my Paiſe Mains to the Princess. 

Dor. To do you Service then, we will do your Ba// 
Mains to the Princeſs. [ Exeunt Fla. and Dor. 


Enter Philotis auth a Pater in her Hand. 


Je]. O, are you there, Minion? And, well, are 
not you a moſt precious Damſel, to retard all my Viſits 
for want of Language, when you know you are paid 
ſo well for furniſhing me with new Words for my daily 
Converſation ? Let me die, if I have not ren the riſque 
already, to ſpeak like one of the Vulgar ; and if [ 
have one Phraſe left in all my Store that is not thread- 
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bare, and fit for nothing but to be thrown to Peaſants. 
Phil. Indeed, Madam, I have been very diligent in 
my Vocation ; but you have ſo drain'd all the French 


Plays and Romances, that they are not able to ſupply 
you with Words for your daily Expences. | 
Mel. Drain'd! what a Word's there? Epuiſce, you 
Sot you. Come produce your Morning's Work. 
Phil. Tis here, Madam. Shews the Paper. 
Mel. O, my Venus! fourteen or fifteen Words to 
ſerve me a whole Day ! Let medie, at this rate I can- 
not laſt till Night. Come read your Works: Twenty 
to one, half of them will not paſs muſter neither. | 
Phil. Sottiſes. Reads. 
Mel. Sottiſes, Ban, that's an excellent Word to begin 
wichal, as for Example: He or ſhe ſaid a thouſand 


9;21i/cs to me. Proceed. 


Phil. Figure: As what a Figure of a Man is there? 


Naive, and Natvete. 

Mel. Naive ; as how? | 

Phil. Speaking of a thing that was naturally ſaid ; 
it was ſo zaive, or ſuch an innocent Piece of Sim- 
plicity ; *twas ſuch a Natvere, 

Ate]. Truce with your Interpretations ; make haſte. 

Phil. Foible, Chagrin, Grimace, Embarraſſe, double 
Fritendre, Equivorue, Eclairciſſement, Suitte, Beveut, 
Jagen, Panchent, Coup detourdy, and Ridicule. 

Mel. Hold, hold; how did they begin? 

Phil. They began at. Sottiſes, and ended en Ridicule. 

Aſek. Now give me your Paper in my Hand, and 
hold you my Glaſs, while I practiſe my Airs for the 
Day. [ Melantha /aughs in the Glaſi.] How does that 
Laugh become my Face? 

Phil. Sovereignly well, Madam. 

Mel. Sovereignly ! Let me die, that's not amiſs, that 
word ſhall not be yours, I'Il invent it, and bring it up- 
my ſelf; my new Head ſtall be yours upon't: Not a 
word of the Word, I charge you. | 

Phil. I am dumb, Madam. 

Mel. That Glance, how ſuits it with my Face? 
Lcolixg in the Glaſs again. 


Mel. 


Piidl. "Tis ſe Lanz uiſunt. 
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Mel. Languiſſant! That Word ſhall be mine too, 
and my laſt Indian Gown thine fort. That Sigh. 
4 [ Looks again. 
Phil. Twill make many a Man figh, Madam, tis a 
mere Incendiary. 
Mel. Take my blue Petticoat for that Truth. If - 
thou haſt any more of theſe Phraſes, let medie, but I 
could give away all my Wardrobe, and go naked for 
'em. | 
Phil, Go naked! Then you would be a Yenus, Ma- 
dam. O Jupiter! What had I forgot? This Paper 
was given me by Rhodophil's Page. 
Mel. (Reading the Letter)--Beg the Favour from you-- 
Gratly my Paſſion—ſ% far — Afignation—in the Grotto 
——behind the Terras—Clock this Evening — Well, for 
the Billet-doux, there's no Man in Sicily, muſt diſpute 
with Rhodophil ; they are ſo French, ſo Gallant, and ſo 
Tendre, that I cannot reſiſt the Temptation of the Aſ- 
ſignation. Now go you away, Phi/otis, it imports me 
to praiſe what I ſhall ſay to my Servant when I meet 
him. - [Exit Philotis, 
Rhodopbil, you'll wonder at my Aſſurance to meet 
you here; let me die, I am fo out of bath with com- 
ing, that I can render you no Reaſon for it. Then he 
will make this Repartee, Madam, I have no reaſon to 
accuſe you for that which is ſo great a Favour to me. 
Then I reply, But why have you drawn me to this 
ſolitary Place? Let me die, but I am apprehenſive of 
ſome Violence from you. Then ſays he, Solitude, 
Madam, is moſt fit for Lovers; but by this fair Hand 
Nay now, I vow you're rude, Sir: O fie, fie, fie, 
I hope you'll be honourable ? You'd laugh at 
me if I ſhou'd, Madam What do you mean to raviſh 
a Kiſs by main force? Ha, ha, ha! [Exit. 

Palamede ad Doralice meet ; foe with a Book in her 
Hand ſeems to flart at fight of him. ; 

Dar. "Tis a ſtrange thing that no Warning will ſerve 
your turn; and that no Retirement will ſecure me from 
your impertinent Addreſſes! Did I not tell you that I 
was to be private here at my Devotions ? 

Pal. Ves; and you ſee I have obſerv'd my Cue ex- 

actly: 
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actly: I am come to relieve you from them: Come, 
ſhat up, ſhut up your Book; the Man's come who is 
to ſupply your Neceſſities. | 

Dor. Then it ſeems, you are ſo impudent to think it 


was an Aſſignation? This I warrant was your lewd In- 


terpretation of my innocent Meaning. 
Pal. Venus forbid that I ſhould harbour ſo unreaſo- 


nable a Thought of a fair young Lady, that you ſhould 


lead me hither into Temptation. I confeſs I might 
think indeed it was a kind of honourable Challenge, 
to meet privately, without Seconds, and decide the 
Difference betwixt the two Sexes : But I hope you'll 
forgive me if I thought amis, „ 

Dor. You thought too, I'll lay my Life on't, that 
you might as well make Love to me, as my Huſband 
does to your Miſtreſs. : 

Pal. | was ſo unreaſonable to think ſo too. | 

Dor. And then you wickedly inferr'd, that there 
was ſome Juſtice in the Revenge of it: Or at leaſt but 
little Injury; for a Man to endeavour to enjoy that, 
which he accounts a Bleſſing, and which is not valu'd 
as it ought by the dull Poſſeſſor. Confeſs your Wic- 
kedneſs; did you not think ſo? ' | 

Pal. J confeſs I was thinking ſo, as faſt as I could; 
but you think ſo much before me, that you will let me 
think nothing. 

Der. Tis the very thing that I deſign'd: I have 


foreſtall'd all your Arguments, and left you without a 


Word more, to plead for Mercy. If you have any 
thing farther to offer, e er Sentence paſs Poor Ani- 
mal! I brought you hither only for my Diverſion. 

Pal. That you may have, if you'll make uſe of me 
the right way; but I tell thee, Woman, Pm now paſt 
talking. 


Dor. But it may be, I came hither to hear what 


fine things you could ſay for your ſelf. 

Pal. You would be very angry, to my Knowledge, 
if I ſhould loſe ſo much time to ſay many of 'em; and 
by this Hand you would | 
Dor. Fie Palamede, TI am a Woman of Honour. 

Pal. 1 iee you are; you have kept touch with your 

| | Aſhg- 


an 
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Aſſignation, and before we part, you ſhall find that I 
am a Man of Honour yet I have one Scruple of Con- 
ſcience 

Dor. I warrant you will not want ſome naughty 
Argument or other to ſatisfy your ſel.— I hope you 


are afraid of betraying your Friend ? 


Pal. Of betraying my Friend ! I am more afraid of 
being betray'd by you to my Friend. You Women 
now are got into the way of telling firſt your ſelves : 
A Man who has any care of his Reputation will be 


loth to truſt it with you. 


Do#. O, you charge your Faults upon our Sex : 
You Men are like Cocks, you never make Love, but 
you clap your Wings, -and crow when you have done. 

Pal. Nay, rather you Women are like Hens; you 
never lay, but you cackle an Hour after, to diſcover 
your Neſt but I'll venture it for once. | 

Dor. To convince you that you are in the wrong, 
I'll retire into the dark Grotto, to my Devotion, and 
make ſo little Noiſe that it ſhall be impoſſible for you 
to find me. | 

Pal. But if I do find you — 


Dor. Ay, if you do find me— [She runs in, and he 
| after her. 


Enter Rhodophil and Melantha. 


Mel. Let me die, but this Solitude, and that Grotto 
are ſcandalous; I'll go no farther: Beſides, you have 
a ſweet Lady of your own. | 

Rho. But a ſweet Miſtreſs, now and then, makes 
my ſweet Lady ſo much more ſweet. 

Mel. J hope you will not force me? 

Rho. But 1 will if you deſire it. | 

Pal. (within) Where the Devil are you, Madam ? 
S'death I begin to be weary of this Hide and Seek : if 
you ſtay a little longer, till the Fit's over, I'll hide in 
my turn, and put you to the finding of me. [He enters, 


and ſecs Rho. and Mel. 
How, Rhodophil and my Miſtreſs ! ; 


Mel. My Servant to apprehend me! This is Supre- 


nant au dernier. 


| RN. 


| 
l 
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Rho. J muſt on, there's nothing but Impudence can 
help me out. 

Pal. Rhodophil, how came you hither in ſo good 
Company ? 

Rho. As you ſee, Palamede; an effect of pure Friend- 
ſhip ; I was not able to live without you. 

Pal. But what makes my Miſtreſs with you ? 

Rho. Why, I heard you were here alone, and could 
not in Civility but bring her to you. 

Mel. You'll pardon the Effects of a Paſſion, which I 
may now avow for you, if it tranſported me beyond the 
Rules of bien Seance. 

Pal. But who told you I was here? They that told 
you that, may tell you more, for ought I know, 

Rho. O, for that matter, we had Intelligence. 
Pal. But let me tell you, we came hither ſo privately, 
that you could not trace us. 

Rho. Us! what us? You are alone. 

Pal. Us! the Devil's in me for miſtaking. Me, I 
meant: Or Us; that is, You are Me, or I You, as 
we are Friends, that's Us. SY 

Dor. Palamede, Palamede ! [Vibin. 

Rho. I ſhould know that Voice: Who's within there, 
that calls you? 

Pal. Faith, 1 can't imagine; I believe that place is 
haunted. 8 

Dor. Palamede, Palamede ! [ Within. 

Rho. Lord, lord, what ſhall I do? Well, dear Friend, 
to let you ſee I ſcorn to be jealous, and that I dare 
truſt my Miſtreſs with you, take her back, for I would 
not willingly have her frighted; and I am reſolv'd to 
{ee who's there? I'll not be daunted with a Bug- bear, 
that's certain, prithee diſpute it not, it ſhall be ſo; 
nay, do not put me to ſwear, but go quickly ; there's 
an Effect of pure Friendſhip for you now. 

Enter Doralice, and looks amax d, ſeeing them. 
Rho. Doralice! I am Thunder-ſtruck to ſee you here. 
Pal. So am I, quite Thunder-ſtruck ; was it you 

that call'd me within? (I muſt be Impudent.) 

Rho. How came you hither, Spouſe! 

Pal. Ay, how came you hither? And, which s 
more, how could you be here without my Knowledge ? 
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Der. (To her Huſband.) O, Gentleman, have I caught 
ou i'faith ? Have I broke forth in ambuſh upon you? 
| chooghk my Suſpicions would prove true. 

Rho. Suſpicions! This is very fine, Spouſe. Pri- 
thee what Suſpicions ? 

Dor. O, you feign Ignorance : why of you and Me- 
lantha ; here have I ftaid theſe two hours, waiting 
with all the Rage of a paſlionate loving Wife, but in- 
| finitely jealous, to take you two together; for hither 
I was certain you would come. | 

Rho. But you are miſtaken, Spouſe, in the occaſion ; 
for we came hither on purpoſe to find Palamede, on In- 
telligence he was gone before. 

Pal. I'll be hang'd then, if the ſame Party, who 
gave you Intelligence I was here, did not tell your Wife 
you would come hither: Now I ſmell the Malice out 
on both ſides. 

Dor. Was it ſo, think you? Nay then, I'll confeſs 
my part of the Malice too. As ſoon as ever I ſpy'd my 
Husband and Melantha come together, I had a ſtrange 
Temptation to make him jealous in Revenge; and 
that made me call Palamede, Palamede, as though 
there had been an Intrigue between us. | 
= Mel. Nay, I vow there was an Appearance of an 
Intrigue between us too. 

Pal. To ſee how things will come about. 

Rho. And was it only thus, my dear Doralice c Em- 

races. 

Dor. And did I wrong n'own Rhogophil, with a falſe 
Suſpicion ? [Embracing him. 

Þal (Aide) Now I am confident we had all four 
the ſame Deſign : Tis a pretty odd kind of Game this, 
where each of us plays for double Stakes: This is juſt 
Thruſt and Parry with the ſame Motion ; I am to get 
his Wife, and yet to guard my own Miſtreſs. But I 
am vilely ſuſpicious, that, while I conquer in the 
__ Wing, I ſhall be rauted in the left: For both our 

Vomen will certainly betray their Party, becauſe they 
are each of them for gaining two, as well as we; and 
I much fear, JF their Neceſſities and ours were known, 


hey have more need of twwo, than awe of one. 
[Exeunt, embracing one another. 
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Enter Meliſſa, after her Olinda and Sabina. 


Nel. ] muſt take this Buſineſs up in time: this wild 
Fellow begins to haunt my Houle again. Well, Þ1l 
be bold to fay, tis as eaſy to bring up a young Lian, 
without Miſchief, as a Maidenhead of fifteen, to make it 
tame for a Huſband's Bed: Nat but that the young 
Man is handſome, rich, and young; and I cou'd be 
content he ſhould marry one of them : But to ſeduce 
em both in this manner ! Well, L'Il examine them 
apart ; and 1f I can find out which he loves, I'll offer 
him his choice — Ou, come hither, Child. 

Olin. Vour Pleaſure, Madam? 

Mel. Nothing but your Good, Olinda. What think 
you of Celadon ? 

Olin, Why, I think he's a very mad Fellow ; but 
yet I have ſome Obligements to him: He teaches me 
new Airs on the Gaitarye, and talks waldly to me, 
and I to him. 


Mel. But tell me in earneſt, do you think he loves 


you ? 

Olin. Can wp doubt it? there were never two ſo: cut 
ont for one another ; we both love Singing, Dancing, 
Treats and Muſick; In ſhort, we are each other's 
Counter-part. 

Mel. But does he love you ſeriouſly ? 

Olin. Seriouſly! I know not that; if he did, per- 


haps I ſhould not love him: But we fit and talk, 


and we wrangle and are Friends: When we'are toge- 
ther we never hold our tongues, and then we have al- 
ways a Noiſe of Fiddles at our Heels; he hunts me mer- 
rily as. the Hound does the Hare: and either this is 
Love, or I know it not. 

Mel. Well, go back, and call Sabina to me. {Olinda 
goes behind.) This is a Riddle paſt my finding out: 
whether he loves her or no is the Queſtion ; but 
this Lam ſure. of, ſhe loves him. —O my little Fa- 
Tours... J muſt aſk you a Queſtion en Cela- 
dan: Is he in love with you? 

55 I think indeed he does not hate me, at leaſt if 
a Man' s word may be taken for it. 


Mel. 
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Mel. But what Expreſſions has he made you ? 

Sab. Truly the Man has done his part; he has ſpo- 
ken civilly to me, and I was not ſo young but I under- 
ſtood him. | 

Mel. And you could be content to, marry him? 

Sab. 1 have ſworn never to marry; beſides, he's a 
wild young Man: yet to obey you, Mother, I would be 
content to be ſacrific'd. 

Mel. No, ng, we wou'd but lead you to the Altar, 

Sab. Not to put off the Gentleman neither; for if I 
have him not, I am reſolv'd to die a Maid, that's once 
Mother 

Mel. Both my Daughters are in love with him, and 
I cannot yet find he loves either of them. 

Olin. Mother, Mother, yonder's Celadon in the 
Walks. | 

Mel. Peace, Wanton, you had beſt ring the Bells for 
Joy. Well, I'll not meet him, becauſe I know not 
which to offer him, yet he ſeems to like the youngeſt 
beſt, I'll give him opportunity with her. Olinda, do 
you make haſte after me. F: 

Olin. This is ſomething hard though, 
[Exit Meliſſa. 


Enter Celadon. 


Cel. You ſee, Ladies, the leaſt Breath of yours brings 
me to you: I have been ſeeking you at your Lodgings, 
and from thence came hither after you, 

Sab. Tis well you found us. 

Cel. I found you! Half this Brightneſs betwixt you 
two, was enough to have lighted me; I could never 
mils my way: Here's fair Olinda has Beauty enough 
for one Family? ſuch a Voice, ſuch a Wit, ſo noble a 
Stature, ſo white a Skin. 

Olin. I thought he would be particular at laſt. 
* 7 3 | Aſide. 

Cel. And young Sabina, fo ſweet an 5 5 
ſuch a Roſe-bud newly blown. This is my goodly 


Palace of Love, and that my little with-drawing Room. 
* w— word, Madam To Sab. 


Olin. 


44 TheComicar LOVERS. 


Olin. J like not this [ 4fde.] Sir, if you are not 
too buſy with my Siſter 1 wou'd ſpeak with you, 
Cel. I come Madam ———— | | 
Sab. Time enough, Sir; pray finiſh your Diſcourſe 
— And as you were a {aying, Sir 
Olin, Sweet, Six | 
: Sab. Siſter, you forget my Mother bid you make 
aſte. / 
Olin. Well, go you and tell her I am coming 
Sab. I can never endure to be the Meſſenger of ill 
News; but if you pleaſe, I'll ſend her word you won't 
come 
Olin. Minion, Minion, remember this 
[Exit Olinda. 


Sab. She's horribly in love with you. 

Cel. Lord, who could love that walking Steeple ! ſhe's 
fo high, that every time ſhe ſings to me, I am looking 
up for the Bell that tolls to Church=—Ha! give me 
my little fifth Rate that lies ſo ſnug—She, hang her 
a Dutch. built bottom; ſhe's ſo tall there's no board- 
ing her. But we loſe time Madam let me 

ſeal my Love upon your Mouth. 10 Soft and 
ſweet, by Heaven ! ſure you wear Roſe- Leaves be- 
tween your Lips. 

Sab. Lord, Lord, what's the matter with me! My 
Breath grows ſo ſhort I can ſcarce ſpeak to you. 
Cel. No matter, give me thy Lips again, and I'll 

ſpeak for thee. | 

Sab. You don't love me 

Cel. I warrant thee ; fit down by me, and kiſs again 
—— She warms faſter than Pigmalion's Image. [ Alide.] 

Kiſs.) I marry, Sir, this was the original 

. ſe of Lips ; talking, eating, and drinking, came in 
the by 

Sah. Nay, pray be civil, will you be at quiet? 
Cel. What would you have me fit ſtill and look upon 

ou like a little puppy Dog, that's taught to beg with 
his Fore-Leg up? | 7 | 


| Enter Florimel. 


Flor, Celadi the faithful! in good time, — 
2 


4 
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Cel. In very good, Florimel; for Heaven's fake help 
me quickly. 

Flor. What's the matter ? 

Dor. Do you not ſee here's a poor Gentlewoman in 
a Swoon ! (Swoon away!) IL have been rubbing her this 
half Hour, and cannot bring her to her Senſes. 

Flor, Alas! how came ſhe ſo? | 

Cel. O barbarous, do you ſtay to aſk Queſtions, run 
for Charity. 

Flor. Help, help, alas poor Lady=—— [Exit Flor. 

Sab. Is ſhe gone ? "I 

Cel. Thanks to my Wit that help'd me at a Pinch: 
I thank Heaven, I never pump'd for a Lye in my Life 


yet. 


Sab. I am afraid you love her, Celadon ! 
Cel, Only as a civil Acquaintance, or ſo: But how- 


ever, to avoid Slander, you had beſt be gone before 


ſhe comes again. 
Sab. I can find a Tongue as well as ſhe 
Cel. Ay, but the Truth is, I'm a kind of a ſcanda- 
lous Perſon, and for you to be ſeen in my Company 
Stay in the Walks, by this Kiſs I'll be with 
you preſently, Exit. Sab. 


Enter Florimel running. 


Flor. Help, help, I can find no body. | 
Cel. 'Tis needleſs now, my Dear, ſhe's recovered 


and gone off, but ſo wan and weakly —— 
Flor. 


Umh! what was your Buſineſs here, Celadon ? 
Cel. Charity, Charity, chriſtian Charity; you ſaw 

I was labouring for Life with her. 

Flor. But how came you hither? Not that I care 
But, but only to be ſatisfy'd. [ Sings. 
Cel. You are jealous, in my Conſcience. 
Flor. Who, 1 jealous ! then I wiſh this Sigh may be 

the laſt thatever I may draw. [S:ghs, 
Cel. But why do you ſigh then. 

Fuhr. Nothing but a Cold, I cannot fetch my Breath 
well——But what will you ſay, if I wrote the Letter 
you had to try your Faith ? | 

Cel. Hey-day ! this is juſt the Devil and the Sinner; 
| vou 


\ 
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you lay Snares for me, and then puniſti me for being 
taken; here's try ing a Man's Faith indeed: What, do 
— think I had the Faith of a Stock, or of a Stone ? 
ay, and you go to tantalize a Man 'Gad, I 
love upon the Square, I can endure no Tricks to bs 
uſed to me. [Olinda and Sabina at the Door preping. 
Olin. Sab. Celadon, Celadon ! 
Flor. What Voices are thoſe? 
Cel. Some Comrades of mine that call me to play 
Pox on 'em, they'II ſpoil all 1 Afide. 
Flor. Pray let's fee em. | | 


with you immediately. 
Sab. No, we'll ftay here for you. * 
Flor. Do your Gentlemen ſpeak with treble Voice, 


Cel. Nay, good my Dear [He lays hold 
Her to pull her back, he lays hold of Olinda, by 
2vhom Sabina holds; fo that he pulling, they all 
. come in. | 
Flor. Are theſe your Comrades ? (Sings.) J, Stre- 
phon calls, what would my Love? Why do you not 
roar out like a great Baſs-Viol, Come follow to the Myr- 
tle Grove—Pray, Sir, which of theſe fair Ladies is it, 
for whom you were to do the Courteſy ; for it were un- 
conſcionable to leave you to 'em both. What, a Man's 
but a Man, you know. 25 
Olin. The Gentleman may find an Owner. 
Sab. Though not of you. 
ne 4 Pray agree whoſe the loſt Sheep is, and take 
\ Im. 
| Cel. 'Slife they'll cry me anon, and tell my Marks. 
4 Sab. Can Fleſh and Blood endure this? 
0 Flor. How now, my Amazon in deci mo fexto ? 
: Sab. Come away, Siſter, we ſhall be jeer'd to death 
elſe, | [Exeunt Olinda and Sabina. 
Flor. What do you look that way for? You can't 
forbear leering after the forbidden Fruit—But when 
cer TI take a Wencher's Word again 
Cel. A Wencher's Word; why ſhould you ſpeak fo 
| con- 


Cel. Hang 'em, Tatter- de- malions, they are\ not 
worth your fight: Pray Gentlemen be gone, I' 


I'm reſolv'd to ſee what Company you keep. | 
" 
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ontemptibly of the better half of Mankind? Pl Rand 
up tor the Honour of my Vocation. 

Fir. You are in no fault, I warrant 

Cel. Not to give a fair Lady the Lye, I am in Kite; 
but otherwiſe—Come let us be Friends, and let me 
wait upon you to your Lodgings. 

Flor. This Impudence thall not ſave you from my 
Table-book. Ttem, A Month more for this Fault 
Cel. Pſhah! Pſhah! Youſhall ſee I will ſo be- labour 
you with Conſtancy, and Flames, and Darts, and blank 
Verſe, and ſoft Things, and all that, that before I part 
with you, I will reduce that unmercitul long Scroll in 
your Table-book, to within two Seconds of the criti- 
cal Minute. 

Fhr. Say you ſo, Sir? I havea good mind to put 
you to a Proof of your Gallantry—What would you 
ſay if I ſhould make you an Aſſignation at the Maſque- 
rade to-night ? But by the way, I have a mind to play 
deep there, and for fear I ſhould baulk my Fortune for 
want of a good Sum, you ſhall lend me two or three 

hundred Piſtoles. 

Cel. Ah! dear Madam, this is the leaſt Proof you 
could have made of me. - I have juſt that Sum in my 
ſtrong Box, and the Minute you meet me at the Maſ- 
querade, they are poſitively at your fervice— FI bring 
'em my ſelf But how ſhall I know you? 

Flor. O! I'll ſhew you my Face - But you promiſe 
not to mention the word Love to any Woman before 
I come. | 

Cel. Fie, fe, Joubt my Conſtancy ! you might as 
well ſuſpe&t my Honour. 

Flor. Well, remember. then I depend upon both 
Adieu, I am in haſte. 


Cel. One Minute will break no Squares, PII warrant 
you. 


Fhr. No, no, no more, I ſhall give you 2 Surfeit of 
my Company, 


Cel. A Surfeit ! why you have but tantalized me all 
this while. | 


Flor. What wou'd you have ? | 
Cel. An Hand, a * or any Thing that you can 
8 ſpare; 3 
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ſpare; when you have conjur'd up a Spirit, you muſt 
give him ſome Employment, or he'll tear you to 
Pieces. | 1:45 | 
Flor. Well, well, becauſe I won't diſcourage your 
 Conftancy— there, there's a Lock of my Hair ſet in 
Diamonds to help your Contemplation=- Now not one 
word or ſtep farther, but take your leave in dumb ſhew, 
and be gone. 
Cel. Oh! 
Flor. Oh Impertinent ! 
So have I ſeen in Tragick Scenes, a Lover, 
With dying Eyes his parting Pains diſcover, 
While the foft Nymph looks back to wiew him far, 
And ſpeaks her Anguiſh with her Handkercher : 
Again they turn, ſtill ogling as before, 
Till each gets backward to the diſtant Door : 
Then, when the laſt, laſt Look their Grief betrays, 
The A is ended, and the Mufick plays. 
[Exeunt, mimicking this. 


De Endof the Third Act. 


[ Bowing, and affecting a Sigh, 
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ACT Iv. 


Enter Palamede, Rhodophil, in Maſquerade, with 
Flambeaux before them. | 


lorious Invention. 

Rho. I believe it was invented firſt by ſome jealous 
Lover, to diſcover the Haunts of his jilting Miſtreſs, 
or by ſome diſtreſſed Servant, to get an Opportunity 
with another Man's Wife. <1 

Pal. No, no, it muſt be the Invention of a Woman, 
there's ſo much Subtlety and Love in it. | | 
Rho. Let the Invention be whoſe it will, I'm ſure 
tis extremely pleaſant ; for to go unknown is the age 
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Pal. HIS Maſquerading, Rhodophil, is a moſt 
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degree to going inviſible. ¶ Enter Beliza.] Belixa, 
What makes you here? 

Bel. Sir, my Lady ſent me after you, to let you 
know ſhe finds her ſelf a little indiſpos'd, ſo that ſhe 
cannot be at Court, but is retired to reſt in her own A- 


partment, where ſhe ſhall want the Happineſg of your 
dear Embraces to-night. 


Rho. A very fine Phraſe, Belixa, to let me know * 


my Wife deſires to lie alone. 

Pal. I doubt, Rhodophil, you take the pains to in- 
ſtrut your Wife's Women in theſe Elegancies. 

Rho. Tell my dear Lady, that ſince I muſt be fo 
unhappy, as not to wait on her 3 I will lament 
bitterly for her Abſence: *Tiis true, I ſhall ſtay a little 
here at Court to-night, but without her I ſhall take no 
Diyertiſement. | ; | 

Bel. I ſhall do your Commands, Sir. [Exit Beliza. 


Rho, She's ſick as aptly for my purpoſe, as if ſhe 
had contriv'd it ſo. 


Pal. Sick! And lies alone! Then it's poſſible ſhe 


may have contriv'd it for my purpoſe. Mum 

Rho. Well! It ever Woman was a Help-meet for 
a Man, my Spouſe is ſo; for within this Hour I re- 
ceiv'd a Note from Melantha, that ſhe wou'd be here 
in Maſquerade in Boy's Habit, to rejoice with me be- 
fore ſhe enter'd into Fetters, for I find ſhe loves me 
better than Palamede, only becauſe he's to be her 
Huſband: There's ſomething of Antipathy in the 
Word Marriage to the very Nature of Love: Marriage 
is the meer Ladle of Affection, that cools it, when 'tis 
never ſo fiercely boiling over. 


Pal. Dear Rhodophil, I muſt beg your pardon, 


* 


there's an occaſion fall'n out, which 1 had forgot: 1 


can't be at the Maſquerade to-night. 

Rho. Dear Palamede, I am ſorry we ſha'n't have 
one Courle together at the Herd; but J find your 
Game lies ſingle: Good fortune to you with your Miſ- 
treſs. [Exit, 

Pal... So, he has wiſh'd me good Fortune with his 
Wite, there's no fin in this then. Here's fair leave 
giver. Well, I muſt go viſit the Sick: I cannot re- 

. - 1 
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ſiſt the Temptations of my Charity. O what a dif- 
ference will the find betwixt a dull reſty Huſband, and 


the free Spirit of a Lover! He ſets out like a Carrier's 


Horſe, plodding on, becauſe he knows he muſt, with 
the Bells of Matrimony chiming ſo melancholy about 
his Neck, in pain till he's at his Journey's-end, and 


 deſpairing to get thither. [Cla/hing of Sewords.) Hark ! 
what Noiſe is that? Swords! nay then have with you | 


[Exit. 


Re-enter Pal. with Rhodophil, and Doralice in Man's 
75 Habit. 


Rho. Friend, your relief was very fimely, otherwiſe 
I had been oppreſs'd. | 

Pal. What was the Quarrel ? 

Rho. What I did, was in veſcue of this Youth. 

Pal. What Cauſe could he give em? 

Dor. The common Cauſe of fighting in Maſque- 
rade; they were drunk, and I was ſober. 

Rho. Have not they hurt you? 

Dor. No, but Pm excecding ill with the Fright 
on't. 

Pal. Let's lead him to ſome place, where he may 
refreſh bimſelf. | 

Rho. Do you conduct him then. 

Pal. How croſs this happens to my Deſign of 
going to Doralice! for I'm confident ſhe was ſick on 
purpole that I ſhou'd viſit her. Hark you, Rhodophil, 
.cou'd not you take care of this Stripling? I am partly 
engag'd to-night. 

Rho. You know I have Buſineſs ; but come, Youth, 
if it muſt be ſo 

Dor. No, good Sir, don't give your ſelf that 
trouble; I ſhall be ſafer, and better pleas'd with your 
Friend here. 2h | 

Rho. Farewel then, once more I wiſh you a good 
Adventure. 

Pal. Damn this Kindneſs, now muſt I be troubled 
with this young Rogue, and miſs my opportunity with 


Doralice. {Exit Rho. alone, Pal. wwith Dor. 


. The 
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The Scene opens to the Maſquerade ; Company of all forts, 


and ſome at play. Celadon looking on. 


Cel. Let me ſee, I am to lend Florimel three hun- 
dred Piſtoles to-night ; and if ſhe had preſs'd me for 
three hundred and two, I muſt poſitively have bor- 
row'd a Couple to have made up the Sum: She was 
reſolv d to leave me without a Croſs in my Pocket, I 
find; wiſely preſuming, that while I want Money for 
my Menu-plefieurs, I thall the oftner come to her for 


Conſolation :——Suppoſe now I ſhould baulk her De- 


ſign, and fairly venture one hundred of them to win 
a couple more to '*em—Stay——let me ſee, —[ have 
the Box, and throw-—A Don ſets me ten Piſtoles, I 
nick him Ten more—I ſweep them too——Now 
in all reaſon he is nettled, and ſets me Twenty. Um! 
Say you ſo, my little Don, ſays — Slap! I win them 
too. Now he kindles, and butters me with Fort 
they are all my own. In fine, he is vehement, and 
bleeds on to Fourſcore, or an Hundred: And I, not 
willing to tempt Fortune, come away a moderate 
Winner of about two hundred Piſtoles-——Ay ! ay, 
exactly the Sum I have occaſion for Ha! 


Enter Flavia add Florimel in Maſquerade. 


I'gad, and here comes another thing; I have always 
occaſion for a fine Woman, by Jupiter. 

Flor. Do you think he won't know me? | 

Fla. Not if you keep your Deſign of paſſing for an 
African. | 

Flor. Well, now I ſhall make a fair Tryal of him: 
For I have a ſtrange mind to know if his Conſcience 
will let him be as great a Rogue to Me/:ifa's Daugh- 
ters, as he has been to me. 

Fla. I never doubt his Conſcience for any thing—— 
See, he is making to the Bait already. ; | 

Cel. If your Wit and Face, Madam, comes up to 
what the reſt of your Perſon promiſes, there's one 


| Heart gone aſtray, to my knowledge. 


Flor. Tis true, Sir, I have been flatter'd in my own 
| „. 
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Country with the Reputation of a little Handſomeneſs ; 
but how it will paſs in Sicily, is a Queſtion. p 

Cel. Why, Madam, are not you of Sicily? 

Flor. No, Sir, of Morocco, I only came hither to ſee 
ſome of my Relations, who are ſettled here, and turn'd 
Chriſtians, ſince the Expulſion of my Countrymen the 
Moors. 

Cel. Are you then a Mahometan ? 

Flor. A Mufſulman, at your Service. 

Cel. A Maſſulwoman, ſay you? I proteſt by your 
Voice [ ſhould have taken you for a certain Chriſtian 
Lady of my Acquaintance. 

Flor. It ſeems you are in love then; if ſo, Sir, I 
have done with you: Twill be dangerous for a poor 
brown African to invade the Dominions of a Sicilian 
Complexion. 

Cel. Pſhah! Some little liking I might have, but 
that was only a Morning-Dew, 'tis drawn up by the 
Sunſhine of your Beauty. I find your African Cupid 
is a much ſurer Archer, than ours of Europe Vet 
——wou'd I cou'd ſee you One Look would ſe- 
cure your Conqueſt. | 

Flor. No, no, I'll reſerve my Face to gratify your 
Imagination with—But in earneſt, do you love me ? 

Cel. Ay, by Alha, do I moſt intolerably : You have 
Wit in abundance; by your Motion I ſee you dance to 
a Miracle; by your Voice, I'm ſure you ſing like an 
Angel; and if one were but to ſee your Face, I'Il war- 
rant it looks like a Cherubim. , | 

Flor. But can you be conſtant upon occaſion ? 

Cel. Conſtant! Ay, by Mahomer. 

Flor. You {wear like a Turk, Sir; but take heed, 
our Prophet is a ſevere Puniſher of Promiſe-breakers. 

Cel. Pſhah ! Madam, your Prophet is a Cavalier I 
werrant, I honour him for the handſome Proviſion he 

has made for us Lovers in the other World, as black 

Eye, young Limbs, and freſh Miſtreſſes every day in 

the Week. Ah! go thy ways, little Mahomet, T'faith 
thou ſhalt always have my good Word, g 

Flor. Hold, hold, Sir, we are a little too particular, 
all the Company are at play, you ſee; if you have - } 
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mind to venture your Money, I'll make one with you 
immediately In the mean time, when you have 
an idle Thought to throw away, beitow-it on your Ser- 
vant Fatyma. 5 
. Cel. This Lady Fatyma pleaſes me moſt infinitely.” 
| Fla. Falſe, or true, Madam ? | 
| KF _ Flr. Falſe, as Water; but by Fire, Air, and Earth, 
' FI] fit him for't. Have you the high Dice about you ? 
Fla. I have'em. 
Flor. By your leave, Sir, what's your Game ? 
Cel. Raffle, Madam Come, ſet what you. 
pleaſe, tis no matter what I loſe; the greateſt Stake, 
my Heart, is gone already. | 


[ Flor. There. [She fets, and he throws. 
- Cel. So, I have a good Chance, two Quatcr; and a 
z Sice. | 
Flor. Two Sixes and a Trey wins it. [Sweeps the 
by. ; Money. 
* Cel. Very well, Madam — Come, I'll try my For- 
d tune once again What have I here? two Sixes and a 
t Quater- come, an hundred Piſtoles more upon 
- that Throw. 
Flor. I'm at you, Sir.—-—F/avia, the high Dice. 
r Fla. There. 
Flor. Three Fives, I have won you Sir. 
e Cel. Blood and Furies! it would never have vex'd 
0 me to have loſt my Money to a Chriſtian, but to a Pa- 
n gan] an 
=. Fla. Come, come, Madam, e' en give over while you. 
are a Winner, | . 
Cel. IJ hope the Lady is not under the Curb of a Go- . 
| verneſs, Madam; you'll give her leave to do what ſhe 
d, pleaſes with her own, ſure. il 
Flor. Since you are ſo brisk, Sir, come, there's 
1 your hundred Piſtoles again, cover em, and I am at 
he . you. | 1 
r Cel. Stay, Madam — I will cover you, tho' Im 
3 ſtrip'd for't, give me the Box—Here—Freſh Dice. 
h bor. T'll throw with the old ones. 
Cel. There, Madam——Juſt in, faith! T'wo Fives 
"= and an Ace. 
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Flor. Come on, Sir — Three Fours—it's mine. 

Cel. Umh!——Loll ! loll ! de doll! What the Devil 
did 1 mean to play with this Brunet of Africk ? 

Fla. May the Lady have leave to go now, Sir ? 

Cel. If your Ladyſhip had never come hither, there 
wou'd have been no great Loſs of your Company. 
R Madam, this Diamond Locket to twenty Piſ- 
toles. 

Fly. Some Lady's Favour, I preſume ; I am loth 
to win it. 

Cel. Upon Honour, Madam, my own Hair, de- 
ſign'd only for an old Aunt that lives in the Country. 

Flor. Nay then, Sir, if it be your own, I won't un- 
dervalue it There's thirty Piſtoles againſt it: Have- 
at-It Two Sixes and a Five I ſtand fair 
for't. [He throws.) "Tis mine, Sir. 

Cel. Conſume and grind the Souls of theſe Dice! 
Not one Stake in Five: The Devil—if ever I touch 
Box again. Ah, Plague of your Jeſt. [Flavia Sale: 

the Box at him, and goes out laughing with Flor. 
A pretty Figure I ſhall make to Florimel by and by 
Now will I ſteal into a Corner, and laugh at my ſelf 
molt unmercifully : For my Condition is ſo ridiculous, 


that *tis paſt curling. | [ Exit. 


The Scene changes into an E ating-Houſe, Bottles of 
Wine on the Table. Palamede, and Doralice in 
Man's Habit. 


Dor. Now cannot I find in my heart to diſcover 


my ſelf, though Ilong he ſhould know me. [| {fide 


Pal. I tell thee, Boy, now | have ſeen thee ſafe, I 


muſt be gone: I have no leiſure to throw away on thy 


raw Converſation. Iam a Perſon that underſtand bet- 
ter things, [— | 
Dor. Were Ja Woman, Oh how you'd admire me! 


Cry up every Word I ſaid, and ſcrue your Face into a 


ſubmiſſive Smile. 
Pal. Ay, Boy, there's Dame Nature in the Cale: 


He who cannot find Wit in a Miſtreſs, deſerves to find 
vathing elſe, Boy. But theſe are Riddles to thee, 


Child, and I have not leiſure to inſtruct thee 121 * 
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Affairs to diſpatch, great Affairs, I am a Man of Bu- 


ſineſs. 
Dor. Come, you ſhall not go; you have no Affair. 


but what you may diſpatch here, to my knowledge. 


Pal. I now find thou art a Boy of more Underitand-. 
ing than I thought thee; a very lewd wicked Boy. 
Dor. You are miſtaken, Sir, I would only have you 
ſhew me a more lawful Reaſon why you would leave 
me, than I can why you ſhould not, and Þ'il not flay- 
you; for I am not ſo young but I underſtand the preſ- 
ling Occaſions of Mankind as well as you. 

Pal. A very forward and underſianding Boy ! Thou- 
art in great danger of a Page's Wit, to be brisk at 
Fourteen and dull at Twenty. But I'll give thee no 
farther Account, I mult and will $0: 

Dor. My life on't, your Miſtreſs is not at home. 

Pal. This Imp will make me very angry. I tell 
thee, young Sir, ſhe's at home, and at home for me; 
and, which is more, ſhe is a-bed for me, and ſick for 
me. 

Dor. For you only ? 

Pal, Ay, for me only, | | 

Dor. But how do you know ſhe's ſick a-bed? 

Pal. She ſent her Husband word fo. 

Dor. And are you ſuch a Novice in Love, to believe 
a Wife's Meſſage to her Husband ? 1 

— * Why, what the Devil ſhou'd be her Meaning 
etle? - 

Dor. It may be, to go in Maſqueradeas well as you; 
to obſerve 2 Haunts, and keep you company with- 
out your Knowledge. 4 

Pal. Nay, I'll truſt her for that; ſhe loves me too 
well to diſguiſe her ſelf from me. | 

Dor. If I were ſhe, Iwou'd diſguiſe my ſelf on pur- 
pou to try your Wit, and come to my Servant like a 

iddle, read me and take me. 

Pal. I cow'd know her in any ſhape ; my good Ge- 
nius would prompt me to find out a handſome Woman: 
There's ſomething in her that would attract me to her 
without my Knowledge. 


C. 4. Dor. 
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Dor. Vet ſtill my Mind gives me, that you have met 


der diſguis'd to-night, and have not known her. 


Pal. This is the moſt pragmatical, conceited, little 


Fellow, he will needs underſtand my Buſineſs better 


than my ſelf. I tell thee once more, thou doſt not 
know my Miſtreſs. ER. 

Dor. And I tell you once more, that I know her 
better than you do. a 

Pal. The Boy is reſolv'd to have the laſt Word. I 
find I muſt go without a Reply. [ Exit. 

Dor. Ah Miſchief, F have loſt him with my fooling. 


Palamede, Palamede, tis I, Doralice. [ He returns; ſhe 
plucks off her Peruke, and puts it on again, auben 


he knows her. 
Pal. O Heavens! Is it you, Madam? 
Dor. Now, where was your good Genius, that 
would prompt you to find me out ? 
Pal. Why, you ſee I was not decciv'd; you your 


ſelf were my good Genius. 


Enter Rhodophil, and Melantha in Boy's Habit. Rho- 
dophil /ees Palamede &://ing Doralice's Hand. 


Rho. Palamede! Again am ] fallen into your Quar- 
ters? What! ingaging with a Boy ? 
Pal. J was jult chaſtizing this young Villain; he 


was running away without paying his Share of the 


Reckoning. 

Rho. Then I find I was deceiv'd in him. 

Pal. Ves, you are deceiv'd in him: Tis the archeſt 
Rogue, if you did but know him. 

Mel. Good Rhodophil, let's go off 4-la-derobbee, for 
fear I ſhould be diſcover'd. 

Rho. There's no retiring now, I warrant you for 
Diſcovery : Now have I the oddeſt Thought to enter- 
tain you before your Servant's Face, and he never the 
wiſer; *twill be the prettieſt juggling Trick to cheat him 
when he looks upon us. | 

Mel. This is the ſtrangeſt Caprice in you.. 

Pal. (To Doralice) This Rhodzphil's the unluckieſt 


Fellow to me! This is now the ſecond time he has 


barr'd 
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barr'd the Dice, when we were juſt ready to have 
nick'd him; but if ever I get the Box again—— _ 

Dor. Do you think he will know me? Am I like 
my ſelf ? 

Pal. No more than a Picture in the Hangings. 

Dor. Nay, then he can never diſcover me, now the 
wrong ſide of the Arras is turn'd towards him. 

Pal. At leaſt, *twill be ſome pleaſure to me to enjoy 
what Freedom I can, while he looks on; I will ſtorm 
the Out- Works of Matrimony even before his Face. 

Rho. What Wine have you there, Palamede ? 

Pal. Old Chios, or the Rogue's damn'd that drew it. 

Rho. Come, to the moſt conſtant of Miſtreſſes; that 1 
believe is yours, Palamede. 

Dor. Pray ſpare your Seconds; for my part, I am 


but a weak Brother 


Pal. Now to the trueſt of Turtles; that is, your 
Wife, Rhodophil, that lies ſick at home in the Bed of 
Honour. 

Rho. Now let's have one common Health, and ſo 
have done. | 

Dor. Then, for once, I'll begin it, Here's to him 
_ has the faireſt Lady in Szcily in Maſquerade to- 
night. 

al. This is ſuch an obliging Health, I'll kiſs thee, 


dear Rogue, for thy Invention. [Kiſſes her. 

Rho. He who has this Lady, is a happy Man, 
without Diſpute. [Kis Ber. ] I'm the moſt 
concern'd in this, I am ſure. [ feat. 


Pal. Was it not well found out, Rhodophil ? 
Mel. 72 this was Bien trouw'e, indeed. | 
Dor. (Ie Melantha) I ſuppole I ſhall do you a kind - 
neſs, to inquire if you have been in France, Sir? 
Mel. To do you ſervice, Sir. LG.” 
Dor. O, Monfieur, votre valet bien humble. [Saluting 
her 


Mel. Et witre efelave, Monſieur, de tout man Carur, [ Re- 
| turning the Salute. 

Dor. I ſuppoſe, ſweet Sir, you are the Hope and 
Joy of ſome thriving Citizen, who has pinch'd himſelf 
at heme, to breed you abroad, where you have learn'd - 
C-5 YOUF: - 
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your Exerciſes, as it appears moſt awkardly, and are 
return'd, with the Addition of a new lac'd Coat, and a 
long Wig to your good old Father, who looks at you 
with his Mouth, while you ſpout French with your Mor 
Monſieur. | 
Pal. Let me kiſs thee again for that, dear Rogue. 
Mel. And you, I imagine, are my young Maſter, 
whom your Mother durſt not truſt upon Salt Water, 
but left you to be your own Tutor at Fourteen ; to be 
very brisk and Entreprenant; to endeavour to be de- 
bauch'd e'er you had learnt the knack on't; to value 
your felt upon an Intrigue before you get it, and to 
make it the height of your Ambition to get a Player 
for your Miſtreſs. 
Rho. (Embracing Mel.) Oh dear young Bully, thou 
haſt tickl'd him with a Repartee, T'faith. 

Mel. You are one of thoſe that applaud our Country 
Plays, where Drums, and Trumpets, and Blood and 
Wounds are Wit. 

Rho. Again, my Boy! Let me kiſs thee moſt abun- 

dantly. | 

Dor. You are an Admirer of the dull French Poetry,. 

which is ſo thin, that *tis the very Leaf-Gold of Wit, 
the very Wafers and whipp'd Cream of Senſe, for 
which a Man opens his Mouth, and gapes to ſwallow. 
nothing: And to be an Admirer of ſuch profound Dull- 
neſs, one muſt be endow'd with a great Perfection of 
Impudence and Ignorance. 
Pal. Let me embrace thee moſt vehemently. 
Mel. I'll ſacrifice my Life for French Poetry. [Ad- 
; VAancing. 

Dor. I'll die upon the Spot for our Country Wit. 

Rho. (To Melantha) Hold, hold, young Mars. Pa- 

amede, draw back your Hero. 

Pal. Tis time; I ſhall be drawn in for a Second 

elſe, at the wrong Weapon, 
Mel. Oh, that I were a Man for thy fake! 
Der. You'll be a Man as foon as I ſhall. 


Enter a Meſſenger ta Rhodophil. 


Meg. Sir, the King has inſtant Buſineſs with you. 
| I 
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I ſaw the Guard drawn up by your Lieutenant, before 
the Palace-Gate, ready to march. 

Rho. Tis ſomewhat ſudden ; ſay that J am coming. 
[Exit Meſſenger] Now, Palamede, what think you of 
this Sport? This is ſome ſudden Tumult, will you a- 
long ? 

Pal Yes, yes, I will go; but the Devil take me if 
ever I was leſs in Humour. Why, the Pox, could 
they not have ſtaid their Tumult till to-morrow ? Then 
I-had done my Buſineſs, and been realy for 'em. 
Truth is, I had a little tranſitory Crime to have com- 
mitted firſt ; and I am the worſt Man in the World at 
repenting, till a Sin be thoroughly done: But what ſhall 
we do with the two Boys ? 

Rho. Let em take a Lodging in the Houſe, till the 
Buſineſs be over. 

Dor. What, lie with a Boy? For my part, I own: 
it, I cannot endure to lie with a Boy. 

Pal. The more's my Sorrow, I cannot accommodate 

you with a better Bed-fellow. | 

Mel. Let me die, if I enter into a pair of Sheets with 
him that hates the French. | 1 [ Exit. 

Dor. Piſh, take no care for us, but 2 us in the 
Streets; I warrant you, as late as it is, Pll find my 
Lodging as well as any drunken Bully of 'em all. [Ex. 

Rho. I'll fight in mere revenge, and wreak ny Paſſion 

On all that ſpoil this hapeful Afignation. [ Aſide. 
Pal. I'm ſure we fight in a good Quarrel. | 
Rogues may pretend Religion and the Laws, 
But à kind Miſtreſs is the good old Cauſe. ¶ Exeunt. 


The Scene changes again to the Maſquerade ; Celadon 
| looking on at the Gaming-Table. 


Cel. What Witchcraft made me put it into Fortune's 
power to jilt me thus ; not only to loſe my Money, 
but, in all probability,my Miſtreſs along with it ! Well! 
L foreſee What it will came to—ſhe'll quarre} with me 
upon't, I ſuppoſe——ſo that J have nothing to do but to 

a good Face upon the matter, and e'en begin. with 
her firſt Here ſhe comes, Faith, and Mrs. Nimble- 

| 0 6 | Tongue, 
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Tongue, my evil Genius, along with her! Faſper» 
come hither, (Whiſpers his Man.) ——that's all. 
Faß. I'll endeavour, Sir. 


Enter Florimel and Flavia unmaſt'd. 


Flor. So, Sir! I'm as good as my Word you ſee. 

Cel. I am ſorry you came fo late, Madam, for the 
Company's broke up you ſee. Am I to wait upon you 
home, or will you be ſo kind to take a hard Lodging 
with me to-night? | 

Flor. No, Sir, you. ſhall have the Honour, if you 
pleaſe, to ſee me to my own Lodgingss. 

Cel. No more Words then, but let's away to pre- 
vent diſcovery. / 


Fla. Dear Sir! You are in mighty haſte to be rid of 


the Lady, methinks. 


Cel. O fie, Madam, but if the Lady ſhou'd want 
ſleep, you know, *twould ſpoil the Luſtre of her Eyes 
-to-morrow, and then Ten to One but ſhe loſes half a 
dozen Conqueſts by it. | | 

Flor. No, no, Sir, I am a peaceable Princeſs, and 
content with my own, I mean your Heart and Purſe : 
For the truth 1s, I have loſt my Money in Maſquerade- 
to-night, and Iam come to claim your Promiſe of ſup- 
plying me. 

Cel. Madam, you make me entirely happy in your: 
Commands; to-morrow Morning my Servant ſhall 
wait upon you with three hundred Piſtoles. 

Flor. But I left my Company with Promiſe to return 
to play. 

Lord Pſhah !. Play upon Tick, and loſe the Indies, 
Fil diſcharge it all to-morrow. 

Flor. No, no, to-night, if you'll oblige me. 

Cel. Faſper, go and bring me three hundred Piſtoles 
immediately. 

Jaſ. Sir (Staring.) 
Cel. Do you expoſtulate, you Raſcal ? How he 
ſtares! Why you impudent Rogue, you have not been 


diverting your ſelf with the Inſide of my ſtrong Box, 


have you? [I'll be hang'd if this Villain has not loſt all 
my Gold at play: If you have, confeſs it immediately, 


Sirrah ; 


0 
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Sirrah ; and then herhaps I'llpardon you: But if you 
offer to ſtand in a Lye, Dog, I'Il have no mercy on you, 
Come, did you loſe it? 

Faſ. Sir, *tis not for me todiſpute with you 
As to the Gold, Sir—l confel; | CES FE 

Cel. O do you ſo, Sir? Do you hear me, Madam, 
this impudent Rogue confeſſes he has loſt it. 

Flor. Ay, as ſure as e'er he had it, I dare ſwear for 
him: But commend me to you for a kind Maſter, that. 
can let your Servant play off three hundred Piſtoles, 
withoutthe leaſt Sign of Anger to him. 

Fla. "Tis a ſign he has a greater Bank in ſtore upon 


occaſion. 


Cel. Well, Madam, I muſt confeſs, I have more by 
me than I will ſpeak of at this time: But till you have 
given me Satisfaction 

Flor. You Satisfaction, what for my being diſap- 
pointed of your Promiſe. 

Cel. Don't tell me of a Promiſe, Madam, my Pro- 
miſe was made upon a Suppoſition, that your Conduct 
would deſerve it ; but fince I ſee, Madam, how little 
regard you have to your Reputation and your Money, 
and all that, Madam— 

Flor. What da you mean? 

Cel. Mean! What, you have done nothing to make 
a Man jealous, Iwarrant: Going out a Gaming in Maſ- 
querade at unreaſonable Hours, and loſing your Mone 
at play is no fault with' you, I ſuppoſe? What do I 


mean? Have not you been Gaming, Madam, and ex- 


travagantly loſt your Money ? Your Money, Madam, 
Death ! that Los above all provokes me. þ 
Fla. I believe you, becauſe ſhe comes to you-for more. 
Flor. Is this the mighty Quarrel then? But ſuppoſe, 
Sir, I am able to clear my felt. 

Cel. I won't ſuppoſe any ſuch thing, Madam, I know 
it all impoſlible, there's no Excuſe in Nature can be 
found for it: I'll top my Ears if you but offer it. 

Flor. You'll hear me ſure. . | 


+ Cel. Todo this in the Regjaniog of an Amour, and 
d 


all the Wealth of 


to a jealous Servant as I am; Ha 
me” Peru, 


2 


62 The CoMIcar LOVERS. 


Peru, after ſuch an Extravagance, I would not part 
with a ſingle Marevedisto you. 
Fler. To this I anſwer —_—_—_ 

Cel. Anſwer nothing at all, Madam, for it will but 
inflame the Quarrel between us: I muſt come to my 
ſelf by little and little, and when I am ready for Satis- 
faction, if you can think of any that's proper for an 
injurd Lover to take, I'Il then perhaps conſult my Ho- 
nour, whether I ſhall receive it or no, 

Flor. Pfhah ! Pſhah i this Anger's all affected, a 


meer Pretence to ſham me off of the Promiſe you 


made. | 
Cel. Very fine! ſham you, Madam ! 
Fler. Sir, you'll find I know you at laſt. 
Cel. And you'll find, Madam, that I know you, 
and ſo well too, that my poor Heart akes for't: I 
knew by your ſtaying fo long, you had loſt your Mo- 


ney; and therefore 1 once had it in my Mind to go 


home to Bed without ſpeaking to you: But ſince I 
knew you'd. certainly come to borrow more of me, I 
was reſolv'd to ſtay and 3 
Flor. And let me have it: that will be kind indeed. 
Cel. No, no, Madam, to reproach you, to declare 
my Grievances, which are great and many. _ 

Fla. What Money he may have about him, I can't 
tell, but I'm ſure he does not want for Impudence. 
Cel. And therefore | muſt tell you, Madam— 
Flor. I'll hear of nothing but the Money. 

Fla. Ay, ſtick to that, Madam, | 

Cel. Do you think me a Perſon to be us'd ſo ?— 

Flor. Look you, Sir, I won't quarrel with you: 
Where's the Money? 

Cel. By your Favour, Madam, we will quarrel. 
Flor. Money, Money. | 

Cel. I am angry, and can hear nothing. 
Flor. Money, Money, Money, Money, | 


Cel. I thank. my Stars, I never was fo barbarouſly- 


uſed inall my Life. 3 2; E 
Flor. Then you are reſolv'd to ſtand it out, I ſee? 


Cel. Madam, I have Senſe. enough. to know when 


Flor. 


Fin. affronted. 
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Flor. And intend to puſh this Quarrel to an Extre- 
mity ? 

Cel. I ſhall venture to carry it up to the Provocation, 
Madam. 

Flor. Very well, Sir, and becauſe your Reſentment 
ſhan't want a freſh Occafion to ſupport it, know then I 
have loſt no Money to-night, and only pretended that 
I had, to make a Tryal of your Generoſity, (Toes a 
Purſe.) And now, Sir, I preſume the Quarrel lies a 
little of my Side, ſo that as ſoon as you pleaſe, Sir, 
that extraordinary Treaſure, your Heart, is again at 
your own diſpoſal. 

Cel. O, Madam! the leaft I can do in return, is to 
let go the ſlippery hold I had of your Ladyſhip's : * And 
becauſe you ſhan't ſay I keep any thing that belongs to 
you, Madam, take back your Picture and your Hand 
kerchief. 

Flor. I have nothing of yours to keep; therefore 
take back your liberal Promiſes, take em in Imagina- 
tion. 

Cel. Not to be behind-hand with you in Airs, Ma- 
dam Here I give you back your Locket of Diamonds: 
Take you that in Imagination 

Flor. No, Sir, I happen'd to have ſecur'd that in re- 
ality, ever ſince your Imagination loſt it to the Lady 
Fatyma. LS Horus the Locket, 

zel. Oh! the Devil, if the Lady Fatyma be turn'd 
Chriſtian again, I am routed. to all intents and pur- 
ſes. 

Flor. By Alba! and ſo you are, Sir: By Maboset 
you are; and to let you ſee I ſcorn to keep any of your 
Heathen- Offerings, there, there's your Money again; 
take it back with your Oaths and Proteſtations, they're 
never the worſe for wearing, I aſſure you: Therefore 
take em ſpick and ſpan, as they are for the uſe. of your 
new Seraglio. | 

Fla. Now come away in Triumph, Madam, the 
Day's your own. 


Flor. Let him go firſt, III ſtay and keep the Honour 
of the Field. 


Cel. 
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Cel. I ſhall not part with that, Madam; I'll not 
retreat, if you ſtay till Midnight. 

Fla. So, ſo; here's like to be more Blows, I find: 
But I'll &'en leave 'em to fight out their Weapons by 
themſelves. . | Afide.] | [ Exit: 

[ Florimel and Celadon walk carele/ly by one 
another, humming a ſeveral Jun. 

Cel. Well, to ſee how ridiculous a thing Paſſion is! 
How like a Fool a Man looks, when he has quarrell'd 
with the Woman he would give one of his Eyes to be 
reconcil'd to? 

Flor. And a Lover that expects his Miſtreſs ſhould be 
reconcil'd to him without his making the firſt Motion, 
muſt certainly have a ſtrong Proof of his Ignorance. 

Cel. Then (as I have often ſaid) for a Woman to lay 
ſnares for a Man, and puniſh him for being taken—- 
To have no regard to the Frailties of Human Nature. 


Well! Nay, fora Man to be inclin'd to ask her Par- 


don; and ſhe to be ſo unmerciful, as not by one ſingle 
Look, or Word, to encourage his Penitence. 
Flor. Well, it ever I engage with another Servant, 


I fancy I ſhall have more Wit, than to tempt him in a- 


Diſguiſe again: For 'tis certainly as direct a Folly, as 
to throw a Yenice-Glaſs to the ground to try if it wou'd 
not break: And to part with him upon't, is ſuperla- 
tively ridiculous. 

Cel. Madam, if it were not to pleaſe ſome People: 
I don't ſee any ſuch great Neceſſity of ſome People's 
parting. 
Flor. I proteſt, I fancy ſome People often do it, only 
becauſe perhaps they imagine other People have a mind 
to it. | 
Cel. And ſuppoſe a Man were directly to ask ſome 
Women's Pardon, ten to one they'd have Stomach e- 
nough to refuſe it. | 14 8 
Flor. A modeſt Lover may berefus'd any thing: But 
there is a certain graceleſs Aſſurance in ſome Men; that 


ſome rattle-brain'd Women are ſtrangely bewitch'd to. 


Cel. Come! come! fince it mult out then I do 
confeſs that I fancy you think that I have been 
in.the wrong: Not but at the ſame time you muſt own, 


that 
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that the worſt you can ſay of me is, that you could net 
put your ſelf into any Shape that I did not like you in. 


In ſhort, 


Tho' moſt of my Crime is, Te low'd you thrice over, 

Fram whence you this Uſe, and Advantage diſcover, 

When you're a new Miſtreſs, Tm as oft a freſh Lover. 
[Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT v. SCENE, the Walks. 


Enter Palamede, Stratton. Pal. avith a Letter in his 
Hand. 


Pal. T I S Evening, ſay'ſt thou ? Will they be 


both here ? 


Stra. Yes, Sir; both my old Maſter, and your Mi- 


ſtreſs's Father: The old Gentlemen rid hard this Jour- 
ney ; they ſay it ſhall be the laſt time they will ſee the 


Town; and both of them are ſo pleas'd with this Mar- 


riage, which they have concluded for you, that I am 


afraid they will live ſome Years longer to trouble you 
with the Joy of it. | 


Pal. But this is ſach an unreaſonable thing, to im-, 


poſe upon me to be marry'd to-morrow ; tis hurrying 
a Man to Execution, without giving him time to ſay 
his Prayers. Gonowand provide your Maſter's Lodg- 
ings. | 
. E go, Sir. LExit. 
Pal. It vexes me to the Heart, to leave all my De- 
ſigns with Doralice unfiniſh'd; to have flown her fo of- 
ten to a Mark, and ſtill to be bob'd at Retrieve: If I 
had but once enjoy d her 


Enter 


N 
| 
1 
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1 Doralice. 


Dor. Who's that you are ſo mad to enjoy, Palamede! 
Pal. Vou may eaſily imagine that, ſweet Doralice. 
Dor. More eaſily than you think I can: ] met juſt 
now with a certain Man, who came to you with Letters 
from a certain old Gentleman, yclep'd your Father; 
whereby I am given to underſtand, that to-morrow you 
are to take an Oath in the Church to be grave hence>, 
forward, to go III-dreſs'd and Slovenly, to get Heirs 
for your Eſtate, and to dandle 'em for your Diverſion ; 
and in ſhort, that Love and Courtſhip are to be no 
more. 
Pal. Now have I ſo much Shame, to be thus ap- 
rehended in this manner, that I can neither ſpeak, nor 
ook upon you; I have abundance in me, that I find: 
But if you have any Spark of true Friendſhip in you, 
retire a little with me; and beſtow your Charity upon 
a poor dying Man. A little Comfort from a Miſtreſs, 
before a Man is going to give himſelf into Marriage, is 
as good as aluſty Doie of ſtrong Water to a dying Male- 
factor; it takes away the Senſe of Hanging from him. 
Dor. No, good Palamede, I muſt not be ſo injurious 
to your Bride: Tis ill drawing from the Bank to-day, 
when all your ready Money is payable to-morrow. 
Pal. A Wife is only to have the ripe Fruit that falls 
of it ſelf. 
Dor. But a Wife for the firſt Quarter is a Miſtreſs. 
Pal. But when the ſecond comes. 
Dor. When it does come, you are ſo given to Va- 


riety, that you would make a Wife of me in another 


Quarter. 


Pal. No, never, except I were marry'd to you: 
Marry'd People can never oblige one another ; for all 
they do is Duty, and conſequently there can be no 
Thanks: But Love is more frank and generous, than 
he is honeſt; he's a liberal Giver, but a curſed Pay- 
maſter. 

Dor. I declare I will have no Gallant; but if I 
wou'd, he ſhould never be a marry'd Man : A many 
an 
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Man is but a Miſtreſs's half Servant; for a Lover that 
comes to me that ſmells o'th* Wife! S'life, I wou'd as 
ſoon wear her old Gown after her, as her Husband. 

Pal. Am I then to be diſcarded for ever? Pray do 
but mark how terrible that Word ſounds. For ever ! 
Oh Doralice. 

Dor. Come, come, Palamede, we have drawn off 
already as much of our Love as would run clear; after 
Poſſeſſing, the reſt is but Jealouſies, and Diſquiets, and 
Quarrelling and Piecing. 

Pal. Nay, after one great Quarrel, there's never 


any ſound Piecing ; the Love is apt to break in the 


ſame place again. | 

Dor. I declare, I would never renew an old Love; 
that's like him, who trims an old Coach for ten Years 
together, when he might buy anew one cheaper. 

Pal. Well, Madam, I am convinc'd that tis beſt 
for us not to have gone any farther ; but Gad the ſtrong- 
eſt Reaſon is, becauſe I can't help it. 

Dor. The only way to keep us new to one another, 
is never to go any farther; as they keep Grapes, by 
hanging them upon a Line, they muſt touch nothing 
if you would preſerve 'em freſh. 

Pal. But then they wither, and grow dry in the very 
keeping: However, I ſhall have a Warmth for you, 
and an Eagerneſs every time fee you; and if I chance 
to out-live Melantha 

Dor. And if I chance to out- live Rhodophil— 

Pal. Well, I'll cheriſh my Body as well as I can 
upon that hope. *Tis true, I would not directly mur- 
der the Wife of my Boſom; but to kill her civilly, by 
the way of Kindneſs, I'll put as far as another Man: 
I'll begin to-morrow Night, and be very wrathful with 
her, that's reſolv'd on. 

Dor. Well, Palamede, here's my Hand, I'll venture 
to be your ſecond Wife, for all your threatnings. 

Pal. In the mean time I'll watch you hourly, as I 
would the ripeneſs of a Melon, and I hope you'll give 
me leave, "now and then, to look on you, and ſee if 
you are not ready to be cut yet. | oy 

Dur. No, no, that muſt not be, Palamede, for * 

. the 


— 
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c 
the Gard'ner ſhould come and catch you taking up the : 
laſs. | Rho. | 
Enter Rhodophil. | W * | 
Rho. [ Afide.]; Billing ſo ſweetly, now I am confirm'd Rho. 
in my ſuſpicions: I muſt put an end to this, e er it go for Pala 
farther. [To Doralice.} Cry your Mercy, Spouſe, 1 ſomethin 
fear I have interrupted your Recreations. Mine fo 
Dor. What Recreations ? Pal. 
Rho. Nay, no Excuſes, good Spouſe, 1 ſaw a fair to love 
Hand convey'd to Lip, and preſt, as though you had Wit too 


been ſqueezing ſoft Wax together for an Indenture. Pa- in hert 


lamede, you and I muſt clear this Reckoning; why Dor. 
wou'd you have ſeduc'd my Wife? | 


f count 1 
Pal. Why wou'd you. have debauch'd my Miſtreſs ? cate ſh 
Rho. What do you think of that civil Couple, that a new | 
play'd at a Game call'd Hide and ſeek, laſt Evening in Rho 
the Grotto? | . ſure th 
Pal. What do you think of that innocent Pair, who Dor 
made it their Pretence to ſeek. for others, but came in- Love 
deed to hide themſelves there ? | that's 
Rho. All things conſider'd, I begin vehemently to you e 
ſuſpect, that the young Gentleman I found in your make 
Company laſt Night, was a certain Youth of my Ac- Pa 
quaintance. I ſpe; 
Pal. And I have an odd Imagination, that you ne- palt . 
ver could have ſuſpected my ſmall Gallant, if your thin; 
little villanous French Man had not been a falſe Brother. 
Rho. Farther Arguments are needleſs: draw off; I you 


ſhall ſpeak to you now. by the way of Bilbo. 


kee] 
[Claps his Hand to his Sword. * |” P 
Pal. And I ſhall anſwer you by the way of Danger- bet\ 
field. [Claps his Hand on his. Rel 
Dor. Hold, hold, are not you, two a Couple of. kin 
mad fighting Fools, to cut one another's Throats for anc 
nothing ? ir 
Pal. How for. nothing? he courts the Woman I ma 
muſt marry. | | 1 pe! 
Rho. And he courts you, whom I have marry'd. | 
Dor. But you can neither of you be jealous of what H 
you love not. | of 


Rho. | W 


p the | 


rm'd 
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it 
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Rho. Faith, Jam jealous, and that makes me partly 
ſuſpe&T love you better than I thought. | 

Dor. Piſh! a meer Jealouſy of Honour. 

Rho. Gad, I'm afraid there's ſomething elſe in't; 
for Palamede has Wit: and if he loves you, there's 
ſomething more in you than I have found ; ſome rich 
Mine for ought I know, that I have not yet diſcover'd. 

Pal. Slife, what's this? here's an Argument for me 
to love Melantha; for he has lov'd her, and he has 
Wit too, and, for ought I know there may be a Mine 
in her too; but if there be, I am reſolv'd I'll dig for't. 

Dor. [To Rhodophil.] Then I have found my Ac- 
count in raiſing your Jealouſy; O! 'tis the moſt deli- 
cate ſharp Sauce to a cloy'd Stomach ; it will give yon 
a new Edge, Rhodophil. 

Rho. And a new Point too, Doralice, if I cou'd be 


ſure thou art honeſt. 


Dor. If you are wiſe, believe me for your own ſake: 
Love and Religion have but one thing to truſt to; 
that's a ſound Faith. Conſider, if I have play'd falſe, 
you can never find it out by any Experiment you can 
make upon me. | 

Pal. Rhodophil, you know me too well, to imagine 
I ſpeak for fear ; and therefore, in conſideration of our 
paſt Friendſhip, I will tell you, and bind it by all 
things holy, that Doralice is innocent. | 

Rho. Friend, I believe you, and vow the ſame for 
your Melantha ; but the Devil on't is, How ſhall we 
keep em o ? 

Pal. What doſt thou think of a bleſſed Community 
betwixt us four, for the Solace of the Women, and the 
Relief of the Men? Methinks-it would be a pleaſant 
kind of Life; Wife and Huſband for the landing Diſh, 
and Miſtreſs and Gallant for the Deſert. 

Rho. Then, I think, Palamede, we had as good 
make a firm League, not to invade each other's Pro- 


perty. 

Pal. Content, I ſay, from henceforth let all Acts of 
Hoſtility ceaſe betwixt us; and that in the uſual Form 
7 Treaties, as well by Sea as by Land, and in all freſh 
Waters. | 


are, and this way they muſt come 
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Dor. I will add one Proviſo, That whoſoever breaks 
the League, either with War abroad, or by Negle& 
at home, both the Women ſhall revenge themſelves 
by the help of the other Party. 

Rho. That's but reaſonable. Come away, Doralice, 
I have a great Temptation to be ſealing Articles. 

Pal. Haſt thou ſo? Nay then, [Claps him on the 
Shoulder] fall on Macduff. And curs'd be he that firit 
Cries, Hold, enough. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Florimel in Man's Habit. 


So! T'gad, I think I am a very pretty Fellow! 
*T'will be rare now to out-do this mad Celadon in all 
his Tricks, and get both his Miſtreſſes from him; then 
I ſhall revenge myſelf upon all three, and ſave my 


own Stake into the bargain ; for I find I do love the? 


Rogue in ſpight of all his Infidelities. Yonder they 
If Clothes, 
Noiſe, Nonſenſe, and a pert Air will carry them, 
T'il puſh as fair for their Favours as the briſkeſt Beau 
of 'em all. 


Enter to her Celadon, Olinda, Sabina. 


Olin. Never mince the matter! 

Sab. You have left your Heart with Flori mel; we 
know it. | 

Cel. You know you wrong me; when T'am with 
Florimel"cis ſtill your Priſoner, it only draws a longer 
Chain after it. 

Flor, Is it e'en ſo! then farewel, poor Florimel. 

| | [ Hide. 

Cel. But let's leave the Diſcourſe; 'tis all Digreſſion 
that does not ſpeak of your Beauties — 

Flor. Now for me in the Name of Impudence 
{Walks with them.] They are the greateſt Beauties, I 
confeſs, that ever 1 beheld ———— 

Cel. How now, what's the meaning of this young 


| Fellow ? 


Flor. And therefore 1 cannot wonder that this Gen- 
tleman, who has the Honour to be known to you, 
ſhou'd admire you——— ſince I that am a Stranger 

| | Cel. 


Q 
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Cel. And a very impudent one, as I take it, Sir 

Flor. Am ſo extremely ſurpriz'd, that I admire, 
love, am wounded, and dying in a moment. 

Cel. I have ſeen him ſomewhere, but where I know 
not; prithee my Friend leave us, doſt thou think we 
do not know our Way in Court? 

Flor. I don't pretend to inſtru you in your way, for 
you ſee I do not go before you; but you cannot poſſi- 
bly deny me the Happineſs to wait upon theſe Ladies; 
me, who 
Cel. Thee, who ſhall be beaten moſt unmercifully, 
if thou doſt follow them. 

Flor, You will not draw ſo near Court, I hope? 

Cel. Pox on him, an impertinent Puppy, I don't 


know what to do with him: let's walk away faſter, 


and be rid of him 
Flor. O, take no care for me, Sir, you ſhall not 
loſe me; I'll rather mend my Pace, than not wait on 


0— v 


Olin. I begin to like this Fellow—— I; 

Cel. You make very bold here in my Seraglio, and I 
ſhall find a Time to tell you ſo, Sir. 

Flor. When you find a Time to tell me on't, I ſhall 
find a Time to anſwer you: but pray what do you find 
in yourſelf ſo extraordinary, that you ſhould ſerve theſe 
Ladies better than I; let me know what 'tis you value 
yourſelf upon, and let them judge betwixt us. 

Cel. IJ am ſomewhat more a Man than you. 

Flor. That is, you are ſo much older than I: do 
you like a Man ever the better for his Age, Ladies? 

Sab. Well ſaid, young Gentleman. | 

Cel. Piſh, thee ! a young raw Creature, thou haſt 
ne'er been under the Barber's Hands yet. 

Flor. No, nor under the Barber-Surgeon's yet, as 
you have been. 

Cel. Slife, what wouldſt thou be at? I am madder 
than thou art. | 

Flor. The Devil you are: I'll tope with you,--T'Il ſing 
with you,--I'll dance with you,--Pll ſwagger with you.-- 

Cel. P11 fight with you. 
Flor, Out upon fighting; tis grown ſo common a 
Faſhion 
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Faſhion, that a modiſh Man contemns it; a Man of 
Garniture and Feather is above the Diſpenſation of the 
Sword: What's your Opinion, Ladies ? | 

Olin. O, Sir, no young Creature can endure a 
Man that's quarrelſome. 


Sab. This is the rareſt Gentleman, I could live and 


die with him 

Olin. You and I are merry, and juſt of an Humour, 
Sir, therefore we two ſhould love one another. 

Sab. And you and I are juſt of an Age, Sir; and 
therefore, methinks, we ſhould not hate one anott es. 

Cel. Then I perceive, Ladies, I am a Caſt-away, 
a Reprobate with you: why faith this is hard Luck 
now, that. I ſhoula be no leſs than one whole Hour in 
getting your AﬀeCtions, and muſt now loſe em in a 
quarter of it. : | 
Olin. No, matter, let him rail: does the loſs afflict 
you, Sir? | 5 | 

Cel. No in faith does it not; for if you had not for- 
ſaken me, I had you; ſo the Willows may flouriſh, 
for any Branches I ſhall rob them of. 

Sab. However, we have the Advantage to have left 
you ; not you us. | 

Cel. That's only a certain Nimbleneſs in Nature 
you Women have, to be firſt inconſtant ; but if you had 
made the more haſte, the Wind was veering too upon 
my Weathercock ; the beſt on't is, Forimel is worth 
both of you. „ 
Flor. Tis like ſhe'll accept of their Leavings. 


Cel. She will accept on't, and ſhe ſhall accept on't; 


I think I know more of her Mind than you, Sir. 
| Enter Meliſſa. 55 


"Mel. Daughters, there's a poor Collation within that Wc, 


waits for you. 
Flor. Will you walk, muſty Sir? 
Cel. No, merry Sir, I wo'not; I have ſurfeited of 
that old Woman's Face already. 
Flor. Begin ſome Frolick then; what will you do 
for her ? | 
Cel. 
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Cel. Faith, I am no Dog, to ſhow Tricks for her; 
J cannot come aloft for an old Woman. 
Flor. Dare you kiſs her? I never was dar'd by any 
Man y your leave, old Madam-— Now, 
Sir, here's FlorimePs Health to you—— [ Kiſſes her. 

Mel. Away, Sir; a ſweet young Man as you are, to 
abuſe the Gift of Nature ſo. 

Cel. Good Mother, do not commend me ſo; I am 
Fleſh and Blood, and you do not know what you may 
pluck upon that reverend Perſon of yours Come 
on, follow your Leader. | | 

Flor. Stand fair, Mother — 
Cel. What with your Hat on? Lie thou there 
Flor. And thou too [He plucks off ber Hat, and 


ſhe her Peruke, and diſcovers herſelf. 
Omnes. Fhrimel! 


Flor. My kind Miſtreſſes, how ſorry I am, I can do 
you no further Service: I think-T had beſt reſign you 
to Celadon, to make amends for me. 52 

Cel. Lord what a Misfortune it was that the Gentle- 


man could not hold forth to you. ion 


Olin. We have loſt 'Celadon'too.  _ 
Mel. Come away; this is paſt enduring. 
[ Exeunt Meliſſa and Olinda. 


Sab. Well! if ever I believe a Man to be a Man 
for the ſake of a Peruke and Feather again 


Flor. Come Celadon, ſhall we make Accounts even ? 
ord ! What a hanging Look was there; indeed if 


ou had been recreant to your Miſtreſs, or had for- 
worn your Love, that Sinner's Face had been but 
fecent; but for the vertuous, the innocent, the con- 
Fant Celadon!—— _ | 


Cel. This is not very heroic in you now, to inſult 


Ver a Man in his Misfortunes ; but take heed, you 
ue robb'd me of my two Miſtreſſes ; and I ſhall 


row deſperately conſtant, and all the Tempeſt of my 


eve will fall upon your Head, I ſhall fo pay you. 
Fler. Who, ybu pay me? Von are à Bankrupt, caft 
ond all poſſibility of recovery. 


Cal. If 1 am a Bankrupt, Til be a very honeſt one; 
D when 


, 


a 


— 
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when I cannot pay my Debts, 
the poſſeſſion of my Body. 
Flor. No, I'll deal better with you; ſince you are 
vnable to pay, I'll give in your Bond. 
Cel. Faith, that's ſo generouſly ſaid, that the leaft I 


can do now, is to pay it off like a Man of Honour, both 


Principal and Intereſt. 
Flor. How do you mean? 


Cel. Why fince I ſee nothing but ready Lore will | 
ſatisfy you, Flle'en make up your Accounts, and mar- 


ry you. 
Flor. Which is as much as to ſay, if Pl! forgive you 
the Debt, you'll pay me. 


Cel. Pſhah, pſhah, the Funds of this Conſtitution | 
Come, 


are better able to pay than you imagine 


at leaſt I'll give ydu up 


come, I'll put you into an handſome Penſion, . make 


you. my Wife, that is, ſole Teller of my * 
and then you may pay your ſelf. 
Flor. Well, for Aſſurance 


Cel. Look you, Madam, no . for hs thoſe 


ſolved to wear, till all the World calls me Florimet the. 


Breeches 


Flor. Which I, when ever I do , am re- 


Wiki. | 
| Enter Doralice, Rhodephil, Palamede and. Flavia. 


Dor. Flori mel. 
Flor. Nay, now I ſhall have noM 
Pal. Dear Celadon, I give you Joy, 
the Lady's Breeches you are marry'd. 
Filer. So, fo, Flavia has given them all their Leſſons, 
Ifind. Remember this Alde to Flavia. 
. Fla. Come, come, Madam, never mince the mat- 
ter, for to tell you the trath, I knew your Inclina- 
tions, and becauſe I was willing to give you a hand- 
ſome pretence to follow em too, I have 5 — 5 down 
all your Friends upon you, to ſpeak Word 
for a poor modeſt Gentleman, that, _ know; has not 
Aſſurance enough to do it himſelf: : And, now, Sir, 
1 A 232 and mine's at an end 
& [To von 
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Cel. I am extremely oblig'd to your good Intentions, 
Madam, and if you pleaſe to add one more Favour to 
'em, I ſhall confeſs my ſelf your humble Servant, as 
long as I live. 


Ja. To my poor Power, Sir, you may command | 


me. - 

Cel. Only that you would be pleas'd, Madam, touſe 
your Intereſt with the good Company, that they would 
engage Flori mel never to be Friends with me. 

Flor. O, dear Sir, I grant that without your mak- 
ing any Intereſt for't; but pray how come you to be a- 
fraid on't ? | . | 

Cel. Becauſe I am ſure, as ſoon as ever you are, you'll 
marry me. | 

Flor. Do you fear it? | 

Cel. No, 'twill come with a Fear. 

Flor. If you think fo, I will not ſtick with you for 
an Oath. 

Cel. I require no Oath till we come to Church, and 
then, after the Prieſt, I hope ; for I find it will be my 
Deſtiny to marry thee. | 

Flor. If ever I ſay a Word after the black Gentle. 
man for thee, Celadon 


Cel. Then I hope you'll give me leave to beſtow a 
faithful Heart elſewhere. 

Flor. Ay, but if you'll have one, you muſt beſpeak 
it; for I am ſure you have none ready made. 
Rho. What ſay you, Madam? Shall he mn 


Flavia? 
Flor. No, ſhe'll be too cunning for him. 7 
Dor. What ſay you to Olinda then? She's tall, and 
fair, and bonny. | ? 
Flor. And fooliſh, and apiſh, and fickle.- 


Pal. But Sabina's pretty, and loving, and young, 
and innocent. | 


Fur. And dwarfiſh, and childiſh, and fond, and flip- 
pant; if he marries her Siſter, he will get-Maypoles ; 
and if he marries her, he will get Fairies to dance a- 
bout them. ' 

Cel. Nay, then the caſe is clear, Flrimel ; if you 

Ro take 


A 
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take em all from me, tis becauſe you reſerve me for 
your ſelf. 


Flor. But this Marriage is ſuch a Bug-bear to me; 


much might be done if we could invent but any way to 
make it eaſy. 


Cel. Some foolih People have made it uneaſy, by - 


drawing the Knot faiter than they need: But we that 
are wiſer, will looſen it a little. 

Flor. Tis true indeed, there's ſome Dine be- 
tween a Girdle and a Halter. 

Cel. As for the firſt Vear, according to the laudable 
Cuſtom of new-marry'd People, we ſtall follow one a- 
nother up into Chambers, and down into Gardens, and 


think we ſhall never have enough of one another —— 


'So far 'tis pleaſant enough, I hope. 

Flor. But after that, when we begin to live like 
Husband and Wife, and never come near one another 
what then, Sir? 

Cel. Why then our only Happi neſs muſt be to have 
one Mind, and one Will, Fhrimel. 

Flor. One Mind, if you pleaſe; but prithee let's 
have two Wills, for I find one will be little enough for 


me alone. But how if thoſe two Wills ſhould meet 


and claſh, Celadon? 


Cel. J warrant thee for that, Husbands and Wives 


keep their Wills far enough aſunder for ever meeting: 


One thing let's be ſure to agree * that is, never to be 


jcalous, 


Flo. No; but &en love one another as long as we 


can, and confeſs the Truth when we can love no 
longer. 

Cel. When J have been at play, you ſhall never ask 
me what Money 1 have loft. 


Flor. When I have been abroad, you ſhall never en- 


quire who treated me. 

Cel. Provided always, that whatever Livetties we 
take with other People, we continue very honeſt to 
one another. 

Flor. As far as will conſiſt with a pleaſant Life. 

Cel. Laſtly, whereas the Names of Huſdardand Wife 


hold: forth nothing, but Claſhing and Cloying, — 


fo he 
Protel 
till ſh 
Pai 
Ph; 
ording 


I fancy, in order to finiſh it. 
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Dallneſs and Faintneſs in their Signification; they 

ſhall be aboliſh'd for ever betwixt us. | 
Flor. And inſtead of thoſe, we'll be marry'd by the 

more agreeable Names of Miſtreſi and Gallant. 

Cel. None of my Privileges to be infring'd by thee, 

Florimel, under the Penalty of a Month's Faſting 


Nights. 


Flor. None of my Privileges to be infring'd by thee, 
Celadon, under the Penalty of Cuckoldom. 

Cel. Well, if it be my fortune to be made a Cuc- 
kold, I had rather thou ſhou'd'ſt make me one, than 
any one in Sicily: And for my Comfort, I ſhall have 
thee oftner than any of thy Servants. 

Flr. La ye now, is not ſuch a Marriage as good 


as Wenching, Celadon ? 


Cel. This is very good ; but notſo good, Florimel. 

Omn. A Wedding ! A Wedding ! 

Pal. So, fo! Here's every body's Buſineſs done but 
mine. | | 

Rho. Here comes a ſmall Emiſſary, Palamede; and 


Enter Philotis haftih. 


Pal. Ha! well, my Dear, what News? 

Phi. O, Sir, I am glad I have found you ! 

Pal. What's the Matter ? | 
- Phi. My Lady has juſt now received a Letter from 


her Father, with an abſolute Command to diſpoſe her 


{elf to marry you to-morrow. 
Fal. And ſhe takes it to death, I preſume. 
hi. O, dear Sir, ſhes under a greater Misfortune 
Gentleman. 
al. O, dear Madam — but pray what is it ? 
. : Phi. Why, Sir, ſhe is in ſo unconſolable a Concern 
for her being out of Favour with the Princeſs, that ſhe 
proteſts, ſhe Il neither eat, drink, ſleep, nor marry, 
till ſhe has made her Peace with her. 
Pal. That's hard. 
Phi. Now, Sir, you muſt know, upon theſe extra- 
ordinary Occaſions, ſhe — practiſes what ſhe is 2 
A. | 3 | 0 


| Ga the Apprehenſion of being marry'd to ſo fine a 


78 The CoMicar LOVERS. 
do and ſay. beforehand ; and in order to it, ſhe is juſt 


coming into this part of the Walks; where, by her WH 
own. Direction, Sir, I am to perſonate the Princeſs, © G's 
and to receive her with all imaginable Coldneſs, while P, 
he uſes all the Efforts of her French Airs and Phraſes natic 
to recommend herſelf into my good Graces. | M 
Pal. Very good; but what is my part all this while? a me 
Phi. Why, Sir, if you'll deſire the good Company ran 
to retire a little you ſhall bolt out upon her while ſhe | Brin 
is in the very Agony of her good Breeding, and worry | (Na: 
her with her own Phraſes, till you force her to lend a 14 Wor 
- reaſonable Ear to your Addreſſes. P 
Pal. Admirable ! Rhodophil. | deſi 
Rho. We underſtand you—we'll be all ready at the | P 
next Corner to give you a lift upon occaſion. | Exeunt not 
| all but Palamede and Philotis. a as 
Phi. You muſt be ſure to take no Repulſes, and I \ tain 
warrant you do her buſineſs—Here is a Liſt of her | Hor 
Phraſes for the Day—Ply her home with 'em, right-or | mal: 
wrong, upon any occaſion: Foil her at her own Wea- | I 
pons ; for ſhe's like one of-the old Amazons, ſhe'll ne- - ſee] 
ver marry, except it be a Man who has firſt conquer'd me- 
her. | do 
Pal. Say you ſo? Faith, I'll lay her on to the beſt of Hig 
my Aſſurance then: But you won't fagget, I hope, to A et: 
give me a Prompt upon occaſion. Nr out 
Phi. O, dear Sir, if you doubt my Memory, put cifſe 
. fome Token upon my. Finger to refreſh — doe 
Diamond would do admirably. 1 
Pal. There tis, and I ask your Pardon heartily for I h. 
calling your Memory in queſtion. | Pat 
Phi. Here ſhe comes; to your Poſt. [Pal. retires. D 
Enter Melant ha. - 
Mel. O] are you there, Madam? Come, are yu - Ma 
perfect in the Princeſs ? 15 : | 1 Z 
Phi. Yes, Madam, particularly in all the reſerv'd 1 
Airs your Ladyſhip was pleas'd to ſhew me. | 1 
Mel. Very weil—move a little that way—ſo—now 1 
you are the Princeſs, and alone; and now is my time Per 
to introduce my ſelf, and make my court to you in my 
new 


7 


. 


* 
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new French Phraſes. Stay, let me read my Catalogue 
m———mnmn—-Sauite, Figure, chagrin, naivete, and Let me die, 
for the Parentheſis of all. 

Pal. (Afide) Do, perſecute the Princeſs in Imagi- 
nation, and I'll perſecute thee as fait in Effigy. 

Mel. Madam, the Princeſs! Let me die, *” this is 
a moſt horrid Spectacle, to ſee a Perſon who makes ſo 

rand a Figure in the Court, without the Suite of a 
Princels and entertaining your Chagrin, all alone; 
(Naivete ſhould have been there, but the diſobedient 
Word would not come in.) 

Phi. You take an unſeaſonable time, Madam, I 
defign'd this Hour for Solitude. 

Pal.. (To Melantha) Let me die, Madam, if I have 
not waited here theſe two long Hours, without ſo much 
as the Suite of a ſingle Servant to attend me ; enter- 
taining my ſelf with my own Chagrin, till I had the 
Honour to ſee your Ladyſhip, who are a Perſon that 
makes ſo conſiderable a Figure in the Court. | 

Mel. Truce with your Douceurs, good Servant; you 
ſee I am addreſſing the Princeſs ; pray do not embarraſs 
me Embarraſs me! what a delicious French Word 
do you make me loſe upon you too! (To Philotis) Your 
Highneſs, Madam, will pleaſe to pardon the Coup 
detourdy which I made, in not ſooner finding you 
out to be a Princeſs. But, let me die, if this Eclajr- - 
ciſſement , which is made this Day of your Quality, 
does not raviſh me; and give me leave to tell you=—. . 

Pal. But firſt give me leave to tell you, Madam, that 
I have fo great a Tender for your Perſon, and ſuch a 
Paunchant to do you Service, that 

Mel. What, muſt I ſtill be troubled with your Sat- 

tiſes ? There's another word loſt, that I meant for the 
Princeſs, (with a miſchief to yqu.) But your Highneſs, 

Madam 

Pal. But your Ladyſhip, Madam — 

Mel. I fay, your Highneſs, Madam— 

Phil. Away impertinent, | 

Mel. Impertinent! Oh, I am the moſt unfortunate 

Perſon this day breathing; that the Princeſs _— 

| us 
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thus Rompre en viſiere, without occaſion ; let me die, 
but I'll follow her to Death, till I make my Peace. 


Pal. (Holding her) And let me die, but I'll follow 


you to the Infernals, till you pity me. / 
Mel. (Turning towards him angrily) Ay, tis long of 

you that this Malbeur is fall'n upon me; your Imper- 

tinence has put me out of the good Graces of the Prin- 


- ceſs, and all that; which has ruin'd me, and all that; 


and therefore, let me die, but I'll be reveng'd, and all 
that. | 

Pal. Fagon, Fagon, you muſt, and ſhall love me, 
and all that; for my old Man is coming up, and all 
that; and 1 am deſes per“ au dernier, and will not be 
diſinherited, and all that. 

Mel. How durſt you interrupt me ſo mal a propos, 
when you know I was practiſing my Addreſſes to the 


Princeſs ? 


Pal. But why would you addreſs your ſelf ſo much 
a Contretemps then ? 

Mel. Ah, Mal Peſte! 

Pal. and Phi. Ah jenrage! 

Mel. Ad autres, ad autres: He mocks himſelf of 
me, he abuſes me: 4h me unfortunate. [ Cries. 

Phi. Indeed you miſtake him, Madam, he does 
but accommodate his Phraſe to your refin'd Language ; 
purſue your Point, Sir [ To him. 

Pal. Ah, qu'il fait beau dans ces boccages : [Singing. 

| Ab, gue le ciel donne un bonne jour ! 
There I was with you with a Minuct. 

Mel. Let me die now, but this ſinging is fine, and 
extremely French in him. [ Laughs.) But then that 
he ſhou'd uſe my own Words, as it were in contempt 
of me, I cannot bear it. | [Cries. 

Pal. Ces beaux & Sejours, ces doux ramages. | Singing. 

Mel. Ces beaux & Sejours, ces doux ramages, 

Ces beaux Stjours nous invitent a Pamour. [Singing 
after him. 

Pal. Let me die now but that was fine. Ah, now 
for three or four brisk Frenchmen, to be put into mask- 


ing Habits, and to ſing it on a Theatre; how witty it 


would be! And then to dance helter-skelter, to a C % 
: fon 


1 can't do it he muſt take it if he has it. 
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fon a boire: Toute la terre, toute la terre eft'a moy. 
What's matter, _ it were made, and ſung two or 
three Years ago in Caberets; how it wou'd attract the 
Admiration, eſpecially of every one that's an Eweilli] 

Mel. Well; I begin to have a Texare for you; but 
yet, upon Condition, that= when we are marry'd, 
vou— Pi” [Pa]. ſings while foe ſpeaks. 

Phi. You muſt drown her Voice; if ſhe makes her 
French Conditions, you are a Slave for ever. 

Mel. Firſt, will you engage that | 

Pal. Fa, la, la, la, &c. [ Louder. 

Mel. Will you hear the Conditions ? 

Pal. No, I will hear no Conditions! I am refolv'd- 
to win you en Frangois; to be very airy. with abun- 
dance of Noiſe, and no Senſe: Fa, la, la, la, &c. 

Mel. Hold, hold, I am vanquiſh'd with your Gai- 
ete d'eſprit. Jam yours, and will be yours, ſans nulle re- 


 ferve; and, let me die, if I do not think my ſelf the 


happieſt Nymph. in Sicily—=My dear French Dear, ſtay 


but a Minute till I -acomode my ſelf with the Princeſs ; 


and then I am yours, Tau a la mort. [Going off. 


Enter Celadon, Florimel, Rhodophil, Doralice, and 
7 Flavia, fenging. | 

Omn, A Palamede! A Palamede! 

Pal. (Fanning himſe!f) Poo! I never thought before, 
Wooing was fo laborious an Exerciſe ; I'gad, if ſhe 
were worth a Million, I deſerve her. 

Mel. Ah me, was ever Ny mph under ſuch Confu- 
ſion? I ſhall have all the Tendre of my Belle Paſſion 
turn'd into ridicule——lI hope, Servant, you did not 
lay this Ambuſcade to be Witneſſes of my. Foibleſs. 

Pal. Not I, upon Honour, Madam, but tis impoſ- 
ſible for us great Conquerors to fight without Witneſſes 
of our Glory. 

Dor. Come, come, Madam,confider the Pains he has 
taken to delerve you, and don't rob him of the Glory 
of confeſſing it We are all your Friends, give him 
your Hand. 

Mel. Dear, my Dear, don't give me this Confuſion— 


Pal. 
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Pal. Thus I ſeize it then as my Right of Conqueſt. 
And now, Madam, I take you Priſoner for Life. 

Mel. Oh barbarous, and plunder me of all! 

Pal. All in good time, Madam. 

Cel. And now, Palamede, your Buſineſs is done. 

Rho. And now, Doralice, ſince your Friend and 
mine are likely to be buſy for ſome few Months at 
leaſt, I think we had e' en as good mind our own Buſi- 
neſs as ſtand idle From this Day forward, I'll ne- 
ver dine but at home, 

Dor. Why truly, he that's always running to an Eat- 
ing-houſe, will find, at the Year's End, ne'er the leſs 
Account in his Houſe-keeping. When the Meal's 
ready at home, ſome body muit fit down to it. 


And high-fed Palates to their Coft diſcover, 
Wat Huſbands Leavings often feaſt the Lower. 


[Exeunt omnes. 
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